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LIFE   OF    MATILDE   SERAO 

THE  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and, 
most  especially,  the  year  1848,  is  memorable 
in  the  history  of  European  politics  for  the 
violent  explosions  of  revolutionary  sentiment  which 
took  place.  Incendiarism,  barricades,  wholesale 
executions,  were  the  order  of  the  day  proper  to  a 
widely  prevailing  state  of  civil  warfare,  in  which 
the  blood  of  many  a  martyr  was  poured  out  upon 
the  altar  of  human  progress  and  liberty.  And 
naturally  enough  this  era  was  one  of  flights  and 
banishments.  Richard  Wagner,  for  instance,  was 
obliged  to  leave  Dresden,  and  the  year  1849  found 
him  residing  in  Zurich;  likewise,  Victor  Hugo's 
political  convictions  were  of  a  nature  to  cause  his 
forced  departure  from  his  native  land,  the  isle  of 
Guernsey  affording  him  a  new  home  in  1851. 
Thus,  too,  was  a  certain  well-to-do  Neapolitan, 
Serao  by  name,  compelled  to  turn  his  back  upon 
Italy.  He  made  for  Greece,  where  he  temporarily 
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Life  of  Matilde  Serao 

settled  at  Patras,  marrying  a  woman  belonging  to 
that  town. 

The  Serao  couple  continued  at  Patras  until 
1862,  when  the  Neapolitan  refugee  decided  to 
return.  This  he  did  in  the  company  of  his  wife 
and  their  little  daughter  Matilde,  then  six  years 
old.  After  the  usual  home  and  scKool  education, 
the  gifted  Matilde  at  the  early  age  of  seventeen 
herself  embarked  upon  the  teaching  career;  but 
seven  or  eight  years  at  this  profession  so  disgusted 
her  with  its  drudgery  and  worry  that  she  decided 
to  turn  her  vigorous  mentality  to  some  more  con- 
genial use.  So  she  went  to  Rome,  full  of  ambition 
and  enthusiasm,  fortunately  justified  by  the  success 
of  some  of  her  first  contributions  to  the  periodical 
press  of  the  capital.  In  the  "Neapolitan  Stories" 
she  found  occasion  to  describe  the  dark  side  of  the 
scholastic  life — from  the  teacher's  point  of  view. 
Her  earliest  work  to  attract  general  attention,  the 
novel  "Fantasy,"  was  published  in  1883 ;  it  was  fol- 
lowed by  "The  Maw  of  Naples"  in  1884,  this, 
again,  being  succeeded  in  1885  by  "The  Conquest 
of  Rome,"  a  tale  of  Italian  parliamentary  life. 
"The  Life  and  Adventures  of  Riccardo  Joanna," 
issued  two  years  later,  is  a  romance  of  journalism, 
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while  the  drastic  exposure  of  the  lottery  evil,  known 
as  "The  Land  of  Cockayne,"  appeared  in  1891. 

Meanwhile,  Matilde  Serao  had  married  the 
journalist  Edoardo  Scarfoglio,  at  Rome,  there 
assisting  her  husband  in  the  establishment  and 
management  of  the  "Corriere  di  Roma,"  which 
met  with  little  favor  in  the  metropolitan  eye,  but 
was  well  received  upon  its  southerly  transplanta- 
tion as  the  "Corriere  di  Napoli."  Subsequently, 
Signor  Scarfoglio  took  the  direction  of  the  Naples 
"Mattino"  in  hand,  his  wife  assuming  the  editor- 
ship of  the  "Settimana."  Signora  Scarfoglio,  now 
a  permanent  figure  in  Neapolitan  journalism,  has 
continued  to  publish  books,  under  her  maiden 
iname.  A  period  of  travel  in  the  Holy  Land 
brought  forth  "The  Country  of  Jesus"  and  "The 
Madonna  and  the  Saints";  her  two  latest  novels 
of  importance  came  out  in  1899  and  1901  respec- 
tively, the  first  "The  Ballet  Dancer,"  the  other 
"Sister  Joan  of  the  Cross." 


THE    LAND    OF    COCKAYNE 

CHAPTER   I 

THE  LOTTERY  DRAWING 

THE  afternoon  sun  crept  into  the  Piazzetta  del 
Banchi  Nuovi,  broadening  from  Cardone  the  en- 
graver's to  Cappa  the  chemist's,  lengthening  on 
from  there  up  the  whole  Santa  Chiara  Road.  Its 
rays  spread  a  light  of  unusual  gaiety  over  the 
street,  which  always  wears,  even  in  its  most  fre- 
quented hours,  a  frigid,  claustral  aspect. 

But  the  great  morning  traffic,  of  people  coming 
from  the  northern  districts  of  the  town — Awocata, 
Stella,  San  Carlo  all'  Arena,  San  Lorenzo — to  go 
down  to  the  lower  quarters  of  Porto,  Pendino,  and 
Mercato,  or  return,  had  been  slowly  slackening 
since  midday;  the  passing  of  carts,  carriages,  and 
pedlers  had  ceased ;  everybody  seemed  to  be  taking 
short  cuts  by  the  Chiostro  di  Santa  Chiara  and  the 
Foglia  Lane  toward  Mezzocannone  Alley,  the 
Gesu  Nuovo,  San  Giovanni  Maggiore. 

Presently  the  sun's  brightness  lighted  up  a  street 
by  then  quite  deserted.  The  shopkeepers  on  the 
right  side  of  Santa  Chiara — as  the  left  side  is  only 
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tKe  KigK,  HarK  enclosure  wall  of  the  Saint  Clara 
Convent — dealers  in  old  dusty  or  wretched  mean 
new  furniture,  colored  engravings,  shiny  oleo- 
graphs,  wooden  and  stucco  saints,  were  at  the  back 
of  their  dark  shops,  eating  over  a  corner  of  wine- 
stained  tablecloth,  with  a  carafe  of  Marano  small 
wine,  closed  by  a  twisted  vine-leaf,  standing  by  a 
big  dish  of  macaroni.  The  porters,  seated  on  the 
ground  at  the  shop  entrance,  were  nibbling  lazily; 
at  a  small  loaf  of  bread,  split  in  two  to  hold  some 
tasty  viand — fried  gourd  soaked  in  vinegar,  par- 
snips in  green  sauce,  pomegranates  seasoned  with" 
vinegar,  garlic,  and  pepper.  The  sharp,  greasy, 
smell  of  the  quantity  of  tomatoes  all  this  macaroni 
was  cooked  in,  from  one  end  of  the  street  to  the 
other  mingled  with  the  acute  odor  of  sour  vinegar 
and  coarse  spices.  From  some  passing  fruitseller, 
carrying  a  nearly  empty  basket  of  figs  on  his  head, 
or  pushing  a  barrow  with  purple  plums,  and  tough 
spotted  peaches  at  the  bottom  of  the  baskets,  the 
shopkeepers,  clerks,  and  porters,  lips  still  red  from 
tomatoes  or  shining  with  grease,  bargained  for  a 
pennyworth  of  fruit,  to  finish  their  meal;  two 
workmen,  in  front  of  the  Martello  printing-shop, 
where  the  small  visiting-card  press  had  stopped, 
'deeply  coveted  a  yellow  melon;  and  two  seam- 
stresses were  waiting  on  a  doorstep,  chattering,  for 
the  vender  of  pizza,  which  is  the  shredded  rind  of 
tomato,  garlic,  and  wild  marjoram,  cooked  in  the 
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oven,  ana1  sold  at  a  farthing,  a  halfpenny,  or  a 
penny,  the  piece,  according  to  size.  The  vender 
did  pass,  in  fact,  but  he  was  carrying  his  wooden 
tray,  shining  with  oil,  under  his  arm,  without  a  bit 
of  pizza;  he  had  sold  everything,  and  was  going 
off  to  eat  his  own  meal,  down  to  the  Porto  quarter, 
where  his  shop  was. 

The  two  disappointed  seamstresses  consulted 
each  other;  one  of  them,  a  blonde,  with  a  golden 
aureole  round  her  pale  gentle  face,  moved  off 
with  that  undulating  step  that  gives  an  Oriental 
touch  to  a  Neapolitan  woman's  charm.  She  went 
up  Santa  Chiara  Road,  bending  her  head  so  as  not 
to  get  the  sun  in  her  face,  and  went  into  Impresa 
Lane,  toward  the  wineseller's  dark  shop — which 
was  a  drinking-shop,  too — almost  opposite  the 
Impresa  Palace;  she  was  going  to  buy  something 
to  eat  for  her  friend  and  herself. 

The  Impresa  Lane  was  empty,  too,  after  mid- 
day, when  all  go  back  to  their  houses  and  shops 
to  eat,  as  the  summer  heat  gets  greater,  and  the 
controra — the  time  of  the  Neapolitan  day  that  cor- 
responds to  the  Spanish  siesta — begins  with  food, 
rest,  and  sleep  for  tired  folk.  The  dressmaker,  a 
little  frightened  by  the  darkness  of  the  cellar,  out 
of  which  came  a  sour  smell  of  wine,  had  stopped 
on  the  threshold;  blinking,  she  looked  on  the 
ground  before  going  in,  feeling  that  an  open 
underground  cave,  with  a  black  gaping  mouth,  was 

ir 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

dangerous.  But  the  shop-boy  came  toward  her  to 
serve  her. 

"Give  me  something  to  eat  with  my  bread,"  she 
said,  swaying  herself  a  little. 

"Fried  fish?" 

"No." 

"A  little  dried  cod  with  sauce?" 

"No,  no" — with  disgust. 

"A  morsel  of  tripe?" 

"No,  no." 

"What  do  you  want,  then?"  the  boy  asked, 
annoyed. 

"I  would  like — I  would  like  three  soldi  worth 
of  meat;  we  will  eat  it  with  our  bread — Nannina 
and  I,"  said  she,  with  a  pretty  greedy  grimace. 

"We  don't  cook  meat  to-day;  it  is  Saturday. 
Only  tripe  for  unbelievers  on  Saturday." 

"Well,  give  me  the  salt  cod,"  she  murmured, 
withholding  a  sigh.  Then  she  looked  into  the 
Impresa  court  with  curiosity,  while  the  youth  dis- 
appeared into  the  black  depths  of  the  cellar  to  get 
the  cod.  A  little  ray  of  sunshine  coming  from  the 
top  turned  the  court  golden ;  every  now  and  then 
some  man  or  woman's  form  crossed  it.  Antonietta, 
the  seamstress,  went  on  staring,  humming  a  popu- 
lar air,  slightly  swaying  on  her  hips. 

"Here  is  the  cod,"  said  the  youth,  coming  back. 
He  had  put  it  in  a  small  plate;  there  were  four 
big  bits  falling  into  flakes,  in  a  reddish  sauce 
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strongly  seasoned  with  pepper,  the  sauce,  as  it 
waved  about,  leaving  yellow  oily  marks  on  the 
edges  of  the  gray  plate. 

"Here  is  the  money,"  Antonietta  murmured, 
pulling  it  out  of  her  pocket.  But  she  stood  with 
the  plate  in  her  hand,  looking  at  the  cod  falling 
to  pieces  in  the  juice. 

"If  I  were  to  take  a  ticket  in  the  lottery," 
she  said,  as  she  went  on  her  way,  holding  the 
plate  carefully,  "I  would  be  eating  meat  every 
day." 

"Meat  and  macaroni,"  the  boy  called  back, 
laughing. 

"Just  so — meat  and  macaroni,"  the  seamstress 
shouted  triumphantly,  her  eyes  still  fixed  on  the 
plate,  not  to  let  the  sauce  fall. 

"Morning  and  evening,"  called  out  the  boy 
from  the  doorway. 

"Morning  and  evening,"  Antonietta  answered 
back. 

"You  should  apply  to  that  youth,"  the  boy 
shouted  gaily  from  the  cellar,  indicating  the  Im- 
presa  court  with  his  eyes. 

"I'll  come  back  later,"  said  the  seamstress 
from  the  corner  of  the  street;  "I'll  bring  you  the 
plate." 

Again  the  Impresa  Lane  was  deserted  for  a  long 
time.  In  winter  it  is  much  frequented  at  midday 
by  the  young  students  coming  out  of  the  Univer- 
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sity,  who  take  the  short-cut  to  the  Gesu  and  To- 
ledo ;  but  it  was  summer — the  students  were  having 
their  holidays.  Still,  every  now  and  then,  as  the 
hour  went  on,  some  one  came  round  the  corner 
from  Santa  Chiara  or  Mezzocannone,  and  stopped 
in  the  Impresa  gateway — some  with  a  cautious 
look,  others  feigning  indifference.  One  of  the  first 
had  been  a  shoeblack,  with  his  block — a  lame  old 
dwarf,  who  carried  it  on  his  raised  hips;  he  was 
bent  double,  wrapped  up  in  an  old  greatcoat, 
green  stained  and  patched;  a  cap  with  no  peak 
was  over  his  eyes. 

He  had  put  down  his  block  under  the  Impresa 
portico,  and  stretched  himself  out  on  the  ground, 
as  if  awaiting  customers;  but  he  forgot  to  beat 
those  two  dry  claps  with  the  brush  on  the  wood  to 
claim  it.  Deeply  engrossed  with  a  long  list  of 
ticket  numbers  in  his  hand,  the  old  dwarf's  yellow, 
distorted  face  was  transformed  by  intense  passion. 
As  the  hour  approached,  people  went  on  passing 
before  him,  and  a  murmur  of  hoarse,  strident 
Neapolitan  voices  rose  in  the  court. 

A  workman  stopped  near  the  shoeblack;  he 
might  have  been  thirty-five,  but  he  was  wan,  and 
his  eyes  were  dull;  his  jacket  was  thrown  over  his 
shoulder,  showing  a  colored  calico  shirt. 

"Do  you  want  a  shine?"  the  bootblack  asked 
mechanically,  laying  down  his  list  of  numbers. 

"Just  so,"  replied  the  other,  grinning;  "/  want 
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a  shine.  If  I  had  another  soldo,  I  would  have 
taken  a  last  lottery  ticket  at  Donna  Caterina's 
to-day." 

"The  small  game?"  asked  the  shoeblack  in  a 
whisper. 

"Yes,  a  little  for  the  Government  and  a  little 
to  Donna  Caterina.  They  are  all  thieves — all 
thieves,"  the  workman  afterward  added,  chewing 
his  black  stump  of  a  cigar,  and  shaking  his  head 
with  a  look  of  great  distrust. 

"You  have  taken  a  half-holiday  to-rday?" 
"I  never  go  there  on  Saturday,"  said  the  other, 
giving  a  sickly  smile.    "I  go  to  look  for  Fortune; 
I  must  find  her  some  Saturday  morning!" 
"When  do  you  get  your  week's  money?" 
"Eh?"  he  said,  shrugging  his  shoulders — "gen- 
erally on  Fridays :  I  have  nothing  to  get." 
"How  do  you  manage  to  gamble?" 
"One  can  always  get  it  for  gambling.    Donna 
Caterina's  sister — she  of  the  small  game — lends 
money." 

"Does  she  take  big  interest?" 
"A  soldo  for  each  lira  every  week." 
"Not  bad — not  bad,"  said  the  shoeblack,  with  a 
convinced  look. 

"I  have  seventy-five  lire  to  give  her,"  said  the 
glove-cutter.  "Every  Monday  there  is  a  storm. 
She  waits  for  me  outside  the  factory  door,  shouting 
and  swearing.  She  is  really  a  witch,  Michele. 
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Hut  what  can  I  do?    One  day  or  other  I  will  take 
a  chance,  and  I  will  pay  her." 

"What  will  you  do  with  the  rest  of  your  win- 
nings?" Michele  asked,  laughing. 

"I  know  what  I  will  do,"  cried  Gaetano,  the 
cutter.  "In  new  clothes,  a  pheasant's  feather  in 
my  cap,  in  a  carriage  with  bells,  we  will  all  go 
to  amuse  ourselves  at  the  Due  Pulcinelli,  in  the 
Campo  di  Marte." 

"Or  at  the  Figlio  di  Pietro,  at  Posillipo." 

"At  the  Asso  di  Coppe,  at  Portici." 

"At  every  inn  we  pass." 

"Meat  and  macaroni." 

"And  Monte  di  Procida  wine." 

"Just  so,  one  only  lives  once,"  the  glove-cutter 
philosophically  concluded,  pulling  his  jacket  up 
on  his  shoulder. 

"I  don't  get  into  debt,"  the  shoeblack  added, 
after  a  minute's  silence. 

"Lucky  man!" 

"I  could  get  no  one  to  lend  me  a  soldo,  anyhow. 
But  I  play  everything.  I  have  no  family;  I  can  do 
what  I  like." 

"Lucky  man !"  Gaetano  repeated,  with  a  troubled 
look. 

"Three  soldi  for  a  sleeping-place,  five  or  six  for 
food,"  went  on  the  shoeblack,  "and  who  says  a  word 
to  me?  I  did  not  want  to  marry;  I  had  a  rage  for 
gambling:  it  stands  in  place  of  everything." 
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"May  he  that  invented  marriage  be  hanged!'1 
blasphemed  Gaetano,  growing  pale. 

Four  o'clock  was  approaching,  and  the  Impresa 
court  was  filled  up  with  people.  In  that  space  of 
a  hundred  yards  was  a  crowd  of  common  people 
pressed  together,  chattering  vivaciously  or  waiting 
in  resigned  silence,  looking  up  to  the  first  floor  at 
the  covered  balcony,  where  the  lottery  drawing 
was  to  come  off.  But  all  was  closed  above,  even 
the  wooden  shutters,  behind  the  glass  of  the  great 
balcony.  As  other  people  came  up  continually, 
the  crowd  reached  to  the  wall  of  the  court  even. 
Women  that  were  pushed  back  had  squatted  on  the 
first  steps  of  the  stair;  others,  more  bashful,  hid 
under  the  balcony  among  the  pillars  that  held  it 
up,  leaning  against  a  shut  stable  door.  Another 
woman,  still  young,  but  with  a  pallid,  worn,  fas- 
cinating face,  rather  strange,  melancholy  black 
eyes,  hollow-rimmed,  and  thick  black  locks  loose 
on  her  neck,  had  climbed  on  a  stone  left  in  the 
courtyard,  perhaps  from  the  time  the  palace  was 
built  or  restored.  She  looked  very  thin  in  her 
dyed  black  gown,  that  went  in  folds  over  her  lean 
breast;  she  was  swinging  one  foot  in  a  broken,  out- 
at-heel  shoe,  now  and  then  pulling  up  on  her  shoul- 
ders a  wretched  little  shawl,  dyed  also.  She  gazed 
over  the  crowd,  regarding  it  with  downcast,  sad 
eyes. 

It  was  almost  entirely  composed  of  poor  people 
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1 — cobblers  who  had  shut  up  their  bench  in  the 
dens  they  lived  in,  had  rolled  their  leather  aprons 
round  their  waists:  in  shirt-sleeves,  cap  over  the 
eyes,  they  pondered  in  their  minds  the  numbers 
they  had  played,  slightly  moving  their  lips ;  there 
were  servants  out  of  place,  who,  instead  of  trying 
for  a  master,  used  up  the  last  lira  from  the  pawned 
winter  coat,  dreaming  of  the  three  numbers  that 
from  servants  would  make  them  into  masters,  while 
an  impatient  frown  crossed  the  gray  faces,  where 
the  beard,  no  longer  shaven,  grew  in  patches. 

There  were  hackney  coachmen,  who  had  left 
their  cab  in  the  care  of  a  friend,  brother,  or  son, 
waiting  patiently,  hands  in  pocket,  with  the  stolid- 
ity of  a  cabman  used  to  waiting  hours  for  a  fare ; 
there  were  letters  of  furnished  rooms,  hirers  of 
servants,  who  in  summer,  with  all  the  strangers 
and  students  gone,  sat  moping  in  their  chairs  under 
the  board  that  forms  their  whole  shop,  at  the  cor- 
ners of  San  Sepolcro  Lane,  Taverna  Penta,  Trinita 
degli  Spagnuoli ;  having  played  a  few  soldi  taken 
from  their  daily  bread,  they  came  to  hear  the  lot- 
tery drawn,  being  unemployed — and  lazy.  There 
were  hands  at  humble  Neapolitan  trades,  who, 
leaving  the  factory,  warehouse,  or  shop,  giving  up 
their  hard,  badly-paid  work,  clutching  in  their 
worn-out  waistcoat-pocket  the  five-soldi  ticket,  or 
bundle  of  numbers  at  the  little  game,  had  come  to 
pant  over  that  dream  that  might  become  a  reality, 
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There  were  still  more  unlucky  people — that  is  to 
say,  all  those  who  in  Naples  do  not  live  by  the  day 
even,  but  by  the  hour,  trying  a  hundred  trades, 
good  at  all,  but  unluckily  unable  to  find  safe,  re- 
munerative work;  unfortunates  without  home  or 
shelter,  shamefully  torn  and  dirty,  they  had  given 
up  their  bread  that  day  to  play  a  throw.  One 
read  in  their  faces  the  double  marks  of  fasting  and 
extreme  abasement.  And  there  might  have  been 
noticed,  here  and  there,  a  member  of  the  Naples 
Camorra,  that  disreputable  political  society  with 
ramifications  extending  down  to  the  criminal 
classes. 

Some  women  were  noticeable  among  the  crowd 
— slovenly  women,  of  no  particular  age,  nor 
beauty;  servants  out  of  place,  desperate  gamblers' 
wives,  who  gambled  themselves,  discharged  work- 
women, and  among  them  all  Carmela's  pale,  fasci- 
nating face,  the  girl  seated  on  the  stone — a  faded 
face  with  big,  tired  eyes. 

Later  on,  as  the  hour  for  the  drawing  drew  near, 
and  the  noise  increased,  among  the  few  gray 
women's  faces  and  torn  calico  dresses,  discolored 
from  too  frequent  washings,  quite  a  different 
woman's  face  was  revealed.  She  was  a  tall,  strong 
woman  of  the  lower  class,  with  a  high-colored 
dark  face;  her  chestnut  hair  was  drawn  back,  elab- 
orately dressed — the  fringe  on  her  narrow  fore- 
head had  even  a  touch  of  powder;  and  heavy  ear- 
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rings  of  uneven,  round,  greeny-white  pearls  pulled 
down  her  ears,  so  that  she  had  had  to  secure  them 
by  a  black  silk  string,  fearing  they  would  break  the 
lobes;  a  gold  necklace  and  a  thick  gold  medallion 
hung  over  the  white  muslin  vest,  all  embroidered 
and  tucked  with  lace.  She  pulled  up  a  transparent 
black  silk  crape  shawl  on  her  shoulders  every  now 
and  then,  to  show  her  hands,  which  were  covered 
with  thick  gold  rings  up  to  the  second  joint.  Her 
eye  was  grave  and  quiet,  with  a  slight  look  of  quiet 
audacity,  her  mouth  settled  and  severe;  but  on 
going  through  the  crowd,  on  her  way  to  sit  on  the 
third  step  of  the  stair,  to  see  and  hear  better,  she 
kept  that  bend  of  the  head,  rather  coquettish  and 
mysterious,  peculiar  to  the  Neapolitan  lower  class, 
and  the  swaying  of  her  body  under  the  shawl  that 
a  Naples  woman  dressed  in  the  French  fashion 
soon  loses.  Still,  in  spite  of  the  natural  sym- 
pathy that  womanly  figure  inspired  among  the 
crowd,  there  was  almost  a  hostile  murmur  and 
something  like  an  indignant  movement.  She 
shrugged  her  shoulders  disdainfully,  and  sat 
alone,  upright,  on  the  third  step,  keeping  the 
shawl  up  on  her  shoulders,  her  ring-laden  hands 
crossed  in  front.  The  murmur  went  on  here  and 
there.  She  looked  at  the  crowd  severely  twice  or 
thrice — rather  proudly.  The  voices  ceased;  the 
woman's  eyelids  fluttered,  as  if  from  gratified 
pride. 
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But,  finally,  over  all  the  others — over  Carmela, 
with  her  faded  face  and  great  sad  eyes ;  over  Donna 
Concetta,  with  her  ringed  fingers  and  powdered 
fringe,  the  handsome,  healthy,  rich  Concetta,  the 
usurer,  sister  to  Donna  Caterina,  the  holder  of  the 
small  game — above  the  crowd  in  the  court,  en- 
trance, and  street,  a  woman's  form  stood  out,  draw- 
ing at  least  one  look  from  the  people  gathered 
together.  It  was  the  woman  on  the  first  floor  of 
the  Impresa  Palace,  sitting  sidewise  behind  the 
balcony  railings;  her  profile  was  seen  bending  over 
the  bright  steel  fittings  of  a  sewing-machine,  lift- 
ing her  head  now  and  then,  while  her  foot,  coming 
from  under  a  modest  blue-and-white  striped  petti- 
coat, beat  evenly  on  the  iron  pedal,  regularly  rising 
and  falling.  Among  the  stir  of  voices,  the  conver- 
sations from  one  end  of  the  court  to  the  other,  and 
the  stamping  of  feet,  the  dull  whir  of  the  sewing- 
machine  was  lost;  but  the  seamstress's  figure  stood 
out  against  the  balcony's  gloomy  background,  her 
hands  pushing  the  bit  of  white  linen  under  the 
machine  needle,  her  foot  untiringly  beating  the 
pedal,  her  head  rising  and  bending  over  her  work, 
with  no  ardor,  but  no  weariness,  evenly  on.  A 
thin,  rather  pink  cheek  was  shown  in  profile,  and 
a  thick  chestnut  tress  neatly  arranged  close  to  the 
nape  of  the  neck,  the  corner  of  a  fine  mouth,  and 
the  shade  of  long  eyelashes  thrown  on  the  cheeks, 
could  also  be  seen. 
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During  the  hour  the  crowd  was  pouring  into  the 
court,  the  young  seamstress  had  not  looked  down 
twice,  giving  a  short  indifferent  glance  and  lower- 
ing her  head  again,  taking  the  piece  of  linen  slowly 
along  in  her  hands,  so  that  the  seam  should  be  quite 
straight.  Nothing  distracted  her  from  her  work — 
neither  angry  voice  or  lively  remarks,  nor  the 
noise  or  the  increasing  trampling  of  the  crowd ;  she 
had  never  looked  at  the  covered  balcony,  where  in 
a  short  time  the  drawings  would  be  called  out. 
[The  people  from  below  stared  at  the  delicate,  in- 
dustrious white  sewer,  but  she  went  on  with  her 
work  as  if  not  even  an  echo  of  that  half-covered, 
half-open  excitement  came  up  to  her;  she  seemed 
so  far  off,  so  reserved,  so  wrapped  up  in  a  quite 
detached,  different  world,  that  one  could  fancy  her 
more  a  statue  than  a  reality — more  of  an  ideal 
figure  than  a  living  woman.  All  at  once  a  long 
shout  of  satisfaction  burst  out  from  the  crowd  in 
all  varieties  of  tone,  rising  to  the  most  shrill  and 
going  down  to  the  deepest  note:  the  big  balcony 
on  the  terrace  had  opened. 

The  people  waiting  in  the  road  tried  to  get  in 
at  the  entrance,  those  standing  there  crushed  into 
the  court;  it  was  quite  a  squeeze,  all  faces  were 
raised,  seized  by  burning  curiosity  and  anguish.  A 
great  silence  followed.  Looking  keenly,  one  could 
see  by  the  moving  of  some  woman's  lips  that  she 
was  praying,  while  Carmela,  the  girl  with  the 
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attractive,  worn  face  and  very  sad  black  eyes, 
played  with  a  black  string  tied  round  her  neck 
that  had  a  medallion  of  our  Lady  of  Sorrows  and 
a  forked  bit  of  coral.  There  was  universal  silence 
of  expectation  and  stupor. 

On  the  terrace  two  Royal  Lottery  ushers  had 
arranged  a  long  narrow  table  covered  with  green 
cloth,  and  three  armchairs  behind  it  for  the  three 
authorities  to  sit  in — a  Councilor  of  the  Prefecture, 
the  Lottery  Director  at  Naples,  and  a  representa- 
tive of  the  municipality.  The  urn  for  the  ninety, 
numbers  was  placed  on  another  little  table.  It 
is  a  big  urn,  made  of  transparent  metal,  lemon* 
shaped,  with  brass  bands  going  from  one  end  to 
the  other,  surrounding  it  as  the  meridian  line  goes 
round  the  earth :  these  shining  bands  make  it  strong 
without  spoiling  its  transparency.  The  urn  is 
slung  in  the  air  between  two  brass  pegs ;  a  touch 
with  a  metal  handle  makes  the  urn  twist  round  on 
its  axis.  The  two  ushers  who  had  brought  out  all 
these  things  to  the  terrace  were  old,  rather  bent, 
and  sleepy-looking.  The  three  officials,  in  great- 
coats and  tall  hats,  seemed  bored  and  sleepy  too, 
sitting  behind  the  table;  the  Prefecture  Councilor, 
with  his  deep  black-dyed  mustaches,  was  drowsy; 
he  looked  as  if  he  had  touched  them  in  in  brown 
on  his  sleepy  dark  face;  it  was  the  same  with  the 
secretary,  a  youth  with  a  dark  beard.  These  folk 
moved  slowly,  like  automatons,  so  that  a  common 
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man  from  the  crowd  called  out,  "Move  on!  move 
on!"  Silence  again,  but  a  great  wave  of  emotion 
when  the  little  boy  who  was  to  take  the  numbers 
out  of  the  urn  appeared  on  the  balcony. 

He  was  a  boy  dressed  in  the  gray  poorhouse 
uniform,  a  poor  little  fellow  from  the  serraglio, 
as  the  Naples  folk  call  these  deserted  creatures' 
asylum,  a  poor  serragliuolo,  a  son  of  parents  who 
from  cruelty  or  want  had  deserted  their  offspring. 
Helped  by  one  of  the  ushers,  the  little  boy  put  on 
a  white  woolen  tunic  over  his  uniform  and  a  white 
cap,  for  lottery  superstition  requires  the  little  inno- 
cent to  wear  the  dress  of  innocence.  He  climbed 
nimbly  on  to  a  stool,  so  as  to  stand  as  high  as 
the  urn. 

Below,  the  crowd  tossed  about:  "Pretty  lad, 
pretty  lad!"  "May  you  be  blessed!"  "I  cam- 
mend  myself  to  you  and  to  St.  Joseph!"  The  Vir- 
gin bless  your  hand!"  "Blessed,  blessed!"  "Holy 
and  old — live  to  be  holy  and  old!"  Every  one  said 
something,  good  wishes,  blessings,  requests,  pious 
invocations,  prayers. 

The  child  was  silent,  looking  about  him,  his 
little  hand  resting  on  the  urn's  metal  net.  At  a 
little  distance,  leaning  against  the  balcony  rail, 
was  another  serraglio  child,  very  serious,  in  spite 
of  his  pink  cheeks  and  fair  hair  cut  on  the  fore- 
head. It  was  the  little  boy  who  was  to  take  out 
the  numbers  next  Saturday;  he  came  to  learn,  to 
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get  used  to  the  working  of  the  urn  and  the  people's 
shouts.  No  one  cared  about  him — it  was  the  one 
dressed  in  white  for  that  day  to  whom  all  the 
numerous  exclamations  were  addressed ;  it  was  the 
innocent  little  soul  in  white  that  made  that  crowd 
of  distracted  beings  smile  tenderly,  that  brought 
tears  to  the  eyes  of  those  who  hoped  in  Fortune 
only.  Some  of  the  women  had  raised  their  own 
boys  in  their  arms,  and  held  them  out  to  the 
serragliuolo. 

The  tender,  agitated,  distressed  voices  went  on : 
"He  looks  like  a  little  St.  John,  really!"  "May 
you  always  find  grace,  if  you  do  me  this  favor!" 
"Mother's  darling,  how  sweet  he  is!"  Suddenly 
there  was  a  diversion.  One  of  the  ushers  took  a 
number  to  put  into  the  urn ;  he  showed  it  unfolded 
to  the  people,  called  it  out  in  a  clear  voice,  and 
passed  it  to  the  three  authorities,  who  cast  a  dis- 
tracted eye  over  it.  One  of  the  three,  the  Prefec- 
ture Councilor,  shut  up  the  number  in  a  round  box; 
the  second  usher  passed  it  to  the  white-robed 
child,  who  threw  it  quickly  into  the  urn,  into  its 
small  open  mouth.  At  every  number  that  was 
called  out  there  were  remarks,  shrieks,  grins,  and 
laughter.  The  people  gave  each  number  its  mean- 
ing, taken  from  the  "Book  of  Dreams,"  or  from  the 
"Smorfia,"  or  that  popular  form  of  legend  that 
grows  without  books  or  pictures.  There  were 
shouts  of  laughter,  coarse  jokes,  frightened  or 
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hopeful  ejaculations — all  accompanied  by  a  dull 
noise,  as  if  it  was  the  minor  chord  of  the  tempest. 

"Two." 

"A  baby  girl." 

"The  letter." 

"Bring  me  out  this  letter,  sir." 

"Five." 

"The  hand." 

"In  the  face  of  him  who  wished  me  ill." 

"Eight." 

"That  is  the  Virgin — the  Virgin." 

But  as  every  tenth  number,  enclosed  within  its 
little  round  gray  box,  was  thrown  into  the  urn  by 
the  serragliuolo,  the  second  usher  shut  its  mouth 
and  turned  the  handle,  giving  it  a  spin  on  its  axis 
that  made  the  numbers  roll  round,  dance,  and 
jump.  From  below  there  were  cries  of: 

"Spin,  turn  it  round,  old  man*" 

"Another  spin  for  me." 

"Give  me  full  measure." 

The  Cabalists  did  not  speak,  they  did  not  even 
look  at  the  urn  spinning:  the  innocent  babe  was 
nothing  to  them,  the  meaning  of  the  numbers,  nor 
the  slow  lively  twirl  of  the  big  urn ;  for  them  the 
Cabal  is  everything,  the  obscure  but  still  trans- 
parent Cabal,  great,  powerful,  imperious  Fate  that 
knows  all,  and  does  all,  without  any  power,  human 
or  divine,  being  able  to  oppose  it.  They  alone 
kept  silence,  thoughtful,  absorbed,  disdaining  that 
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loud  popular  rejoicing,  wrapped  up  in  a  spiritual, 
mystical  world,  waiting  with  deep  confidence. 

"Thirteen." 

"That  means  the  candles." 

"The  thick  candle,  the  torch.  Let  us  put  out 
the  torch !" 

"Put  it  out — put  it  out!"  the  chorus  echoed. 

"Twenty-two." 

"The  madman!" 

"The  little  fool!" 

"Like  you." 

"Like  me." 

"Like  him  that  plays  the  small  game — hoping 
for  a  sure  thing." 

The  people  got  excited.  Long  shivers  went 
through  the  crowd;  it  swayed  about  as  if  it  was 
moved  by  the  sea.  Women  especially  got  nervous, 
convulsive ;  they  clutched  the  babies  in  their  arms 
so  hard  as  to  make  them  grow  pale  and  cry.  Car- 
mela,  seated  on  the  high  stone,  crumpled  the  Vir- 
gin's medallion  and  the  forked  coral  in  her  hand ; 
the  female  usurer,  Donna  Concetta,  forgot  to  pull 
up  the  black  crape  shawl,  which  fell  over  her 
heavy  hips,  while  her  lips  gave  a  slight  convulsive 
flutter.  No  one  cared  any  more  about  the  sewing- 
machine's  dull  quaver  nor  the  industrious  white 
sewer.  The  Naples  folks'  feverishness  got  higher 
and  higher  as  the  dream  that  was  to  become  a 
•reality  got  nearer,  getting  a  livelier,  longer  sen- 

22 


The   Land   of  Cockayne 

sation  when  a  popular,  a  lucky  number  was 
drawn. 

"Thirty-three!" 

"Those  are  Christ's  years!" 

"His  years." 

"That  number  will  come  out." 

"It  will  not  come  out." 

"You  will  see  that  it  will." 

"Thirty-nine!" 

"The  infernal  rogue!" 

"Take  him  by  the  throat — by  the  throat!" 

"Squeeze  him — squeeze  him!" 

Unmoved,  the  authorities,  the  ushers,  the  boy  in 
white,  went  on  with  their  work  as  if  all  this  noise 
did  not  reach  their  ears;  only  the  other  infant,  new 
to  all  that  extraordinary  sight,  looked  down  from 
the  railing,  stupefied,  pale,  with  swollen  red  lips, 
as  if  he  wanted  to  cry — an  unconscious,  amazed 
little  soul  amid  the  storm  of  deep  human  passion. 
The  business  on  the  platform  went  on  with  the 
greatest  calm ;  as  every  new  tenth  number  was  put 
into  the  urn,  the  usher  made  it  twirl  longer,  making 
the  little  balls  jump  in  a  lively  way  inside  the 
open  network.  Not  a  word  nor  a  smile  was  ex- 
changed up  there:  the  fever  stayed  with  the  peo- 
ple in  the  court,  it  did  not  rise  to  the  first  floor. 
Down  there  the  gravest  people  now  laughed  con- 
vulsively, in  a  subdued  way,  shaking  their  heads 
as  if  the  infection  had  seized  them  in  its  most  vio-. 
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lent  form.  The  affair  seemed  to  be  hurrying  to  an 
end.  Renewed  shouts  received  seventy-five,  which 
is  Punch's  number,  and  seventy-seven,  the  Devil's ; 
but  loud,  drawn-out  applause  saluted  the  ninetieth, 
the  last  number,  partly  because  it  was  the  last,  also 
ninety  is  a  very  lucky  number:  it  means  fear,  also 
the  sea ;  it  means  the  people,  too ;  it  has  five  or  six 
other  meanings,  all  popular.  All  in  the  court 
cheered,  men,  women,  and  children,  at  the  great 
ninety,  which  is  the  omega  of  the  lottery.  Then 
all  at  once,  as  if  by  magic,  a  great  silence  fell: 
these  faces  and  forms  all  kept  motionless,  and  the 
great  excited  crowd  seemed  petrified  in  feelings, 
words,  gestures,  and  expression. 

The  first  usher,  the  one  who  called  out  the  ninety 
numbers,  brought  a  long,  narrow  wooden  board 
with  five  empty  squares  to  the  railing,  such  as 
bookmakers  use  on  a  race-course,  while  the  other 
gave  the  urn  its  last  twirl  with  all  the  ninety  num- 
bers in  it.  The  board  was  turned  toward  the 
crowd.  Then  the  Councilor  rang  a  bell;  the  urn 
stopped;  another  usher  put  a  bandage  over  the 
white-clad  infant's  eyes;  he  slowly  put  his  little 
hand  into  the  open  urn  and  searched  for  a  mo- 
ment only,  quickly  drawing  out  a  ball  with  a  num- 
ber. While  the  ball  passed  from  hand  to  hand, 
deep,  dull  sighs  came  out  of  those  petrified  bosoms 
down  below. 

"Ten!"  shouted  the  usher,  putting  it  quickly  in 
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the  first  square.  A  murmur  and  agitation  arose 
among  the  crowd ;  all  those  who  had  hopes  of  the 
first  drawing  were  disappointed.  Another  ring  of 
the  bell;  the  child  put  in  his  slender  hand  the 
second  time.  "Two!"  shouted  the  usher,  announc- 
ing the  number  taken  out  and  putting  it  into  the 
second  square.  Some  muttered  oaths  mingled 
with  the  rising  murmur;  all  those  who  had  played 
the  second  drawing  were  disappointed,  and  those 
who  had  hoped  to  take  four  numbers,  those  who 
had  played  the  great  terno — a  chance  at  the  capital 
prize — in  one,  sorely  feared  to  come  out  badly, 
so  much  so  that,  when  the  lad's  small  hand  went 
into  the  urn  the  third  time,  some  one  called  out  in 
anguish : 

"Search  well ;  make  a  good  choice,  child." 
"Eighty- four!"  shouted  the  usher,  calling  out 
the  number  and  placing  it  in  the  third  space. 
Here  an  indignant  yell  burst  out,  made  up  of  oaths, 
lamentations,  angry  cries.  This  third  number,  be- 
ing bad,  was  decisive  for  the  drawing  and  the 
gamblers.  With  eighty-four,  the  hopes  of  all 
those  who  had  played  the  first,  second,  and  third 
drawing  were  frustrated;  all  those  who  had  played 
the  five  sequence,  fourths,  the  two  treys,  or  these 
doubled,  which  is  the  hope  and  joy  of  Naples  folk, 
the  hope  and  desire  of  all  desperate  players,  and 
those  that  only  play  once  on  chance,  saw  they 
had  missed  it.  The  terno  is  the  essential  word  of 
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all  these  longings,  needs,  necessities,  and  miseries. 
A  chorus  of  curses  arose  against  bad  luck,  evil  fate, 
against  the  lottery  and  those  who  believe  in  it, 
against  the  Government,  against  that  bad  boy  with 
such  unlucky  hands.  "Serragliuolol  Serragliuolo!" 
was  shouted  from  below,  to  insult  him,  and  fists 
were  shaken  at  him.  The  little  fellow  did  not  turn 
to  look;  he  stood  motionless,  with  his  eyes  down. 
Some  minutes  passed  between  the  third  and  fourth 
numbers;  it  happened  so  every  week.  The  third 
number  brought  the  frightful  expression  of  the 
infinite  popular  disappointment.  "Seventy-five," 
the  usher  said  in  a  feebler  voice,  putting  the  num- 
ber drawn  in  the  fourth  space.  Among  the  angry 
voices  that  would  not  be  soothed,  some  hisses 
sounded  revengefully.  Abuse  poured  on  the 
child's  head,  but  the  greatest  curses  were  against 
the  lottery,  where  one  could  never  win,  never, 
where  everything  is  arranged  so  that  no  one  ever 
wins,  especially  poor  people.  "Forty-three,"  the 
usher  called  out  for  the  last  time,  placing  the  fifth 
and  last  number.  A  last  gust  of  rage  among  the 
people — and  it  was  all  over. 

In  a  minute  all  the  lottery  machinery  disap- 
peared from  the  terrace:  the  children,  the  three 
authorities,  the  urn  with  the  eighty-five  numbers 
and  its  pedestal,  tables,  chairs,  and  ushers,  all 
went  out  of  sight,  the  glass  and  shutters  of  the  great 
balcony  were  shut  in  a  minute;  only  the  cruel 
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board  remained,  straight  against  the  balustrade, 
with  its  five  numbers — these,  these  the  great  mis- 
fortune and  delusion. 

Very  slowly  and  unwillingly  the  crowd  cleared 
out  of  the  court.  On  those  most  excited  by  gam- 
bling passions  the  wind  of  desolation  had  blown, 
and  overthrown  them  all.  They  felt  as  if  their 
arms  and  legs  were  broken;  their  mouth  had  a 
bitter  taste  from  anger.  Those  who  that  morn- 
ing had  played  all  their  money,  feeling  no  need  of 
eating,  drinking,  nor  smoking,  feeding  themselves 
with  vivid  visions  of  Cockayne,  dreaming  for  that 
Saturday  evening,  Sunday,  and  all  the  days  follow- 
ing, quite  a  bellyful  of  fat,  rich  dinners,  tasting  them 
in  their  imagination,  held  their  hands  feebly  in  their 
empty  pockets.  One  could  read  in  their  despair- 
ing eyes  the  childish,  physical  grief  of  the  first 
pangs  of  hunger;  and  they  had  not,  knew  they 
could  not  get,  bread  to  quiet  their  stomachs. 
Others,  the  maddest,  fallen  from  the  height  of 
their  hopes  in  a  minute,  experienced  that  long 
movement  of  mad  anguish  in  which  people  will 
not,  can  not,  believe  in  bad  luck.  Their  eyes 
had  that  wandering  look  that  sees  the  shape  of 
things  no  longer;  their  lips  stammered  incoherent 
words. 

It  was  these  desperate  fools  who  still  kept  their 
eyes  on  the  board  with  the  numbers,  as  if  they 
could  not  yet  convince  themselves  of  the  truth, 
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and  mechanically  compared  them  with  the  long 
list  of  their  tickets.  The  Cabalists  did  not  go 
away  yet;  they  held  discussions  among  themselves, 
like  so  many  philosophers  or  logicians,  still 
wrapped  up  in  lottery  mathematics,  where  dwell 
the  figure,  the  sequence,  the  triple,  the  algebraic 
explanation  of  the  Maltese  square,  and  Rutilio 
Benincasa's  immortal  lucubrations. 

But  with  those  who  went  away,  as  with  those 
who  stayed,  nailed  to  the  spot  by  their  excitement; 
with  those  who  discussed  it  violently,  as  with  those 
who  bent  their  heads,  deadly  white,  courage  all 
gone,  without  strength  to  move  or  think,  the  form 
of  the  desolation  varied,  but  the  substance  of  it 
was  the  same — deep,  intense,  making  the  inward 
fibres  bleed,  tending  to  destroy  the  very  springs 
of  life. 

Michele,  the  lame  shoeblack,  still  seated  on  the 
ground,  with  his  black  box  between  his  crooked 
legs,  had  heard  the  drawing  without  getting  up, 
hidden  behind  people  who  pressed  around  him. 
Now,  while  the  crowd  was  slowly  going  off,  he 
hung  down  his  head,  and  the  yellow  shade  of  his 
rickety  old  face  got  green,  as  if  all  his  bile  had 
gone  to  his  brain. 

"Have  you  got  nothing?"  asked  a  dull  voice  be- 
side him. 

He  raised  his  gray  eyes  with  pink  lids  mechani- 
cally and  saw  Gaetano,  the  glove-cuttert  whq 
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showed  in  his  chalky  face  the  depression  of  dis- 
appointed hopes. 

"No,  nothing,"  said  the  shoeblack  shortly,  low- 
ering his  eyes. 

"There  is  nothing  for  me,  either.  If  you  have  a 
few  soldi  for  a  combination,  old  fellow,  I  will  give 
them  back  on  Monday." 

"Where  could  I  get  them?  If  you  get  hold  of 
ten,  we  could  make  up  five  each,"  the  shoeblack 
muttered  desperately. 

"Good-by,  old  fellow!  Good-byl"  said  the 
glove-cutter  in  a  rough  voice. 

While  Gaetano  was  going  off  under  the  gate- 
way, Donna  Concetta  came  alongside  of  him, 
slow  and  grave,  her  eyes  down,  the  gold  chain  wav- 
ing on  her  breast  and  ringed  fingers. 

"Have  you  won  nothing,  Gaetano?"  she  asked 
with  a  slight  smile. 

"I  have  been  hit  by  an  arrow!"  shouted  he,  pro- 
voked to  be  so  near  the  usurer,  who  reminded  him 
of  all  his  wretchedness,  annoyed  by  her  question  at 
such  a  moment. 

"All  right — all  right,"  she  returned  coldly. 
"We  see  each  other  on  Monday — don't  forget." 

"I  don't  forget;  I  keep  you  in  my  heart  like  the 
iVirgin,"  he  called  out,  in  a  hissing  voice. 

She  shook  her  head  as  she  went  off.  She  did  not 
come  there  for  her  own  interests,  because  she  never 
gambled;  nor  even  to  worry  some  of  her  debtors, 
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like  Gaetano.  She  came  in  her  sister's  interest, 
Donna  Caterina,  the  holder  of  the  small  game. 
Donna  Caterina  told  her  sister  which  numbers  she 
dreaded  most — that  is  to  sayj  those  she  had  played 
most  on,  for  which  she  would  have  to  pay  the 
largest  sums.  Then  Donna  Concetta  sent  off  a  lad 
to  her  sister,  who  quickly  made  off,  so  as  to  pay  no 
one.  Three  times  already  she  had  gone  bankrupt 
thus,  with  the  money  of  gamblers  in  her  pocket. 
She  had  fled  once  to  Santa  Maria,  at  Capua,  once 
to  Gragnano,  once  to  Nocera  dei  Pagani,  staying 
there  two  months.  She  had  had  the  courage  to 
come  back  and  face  the  cheated  gamblers,  using 
audacity  with  some  and  giving  a  few  soldi  to 
others,  beginning  the  game  again,  while  the  robbed, 
cheated,  and  disappointed  gamblers  came  back  to 
her,  without  enough  proof  to  inform  against  her, 
seized  by  the  fever  again,  or  kept  in  awe  by  Donna 
Concetta,  to  whom  they  all  owed  money.  So  the 
concern  went  on.  The  money  passed  from  one 
sister  to  another — from  the  one  who  held  the  bank 
and  knew  how  to  fail  in  time,  to  the  money-lender 
who  was  daring  enough  to  face  the  most  danger- 
ous of  her  debtors.  Nor  was  her  flight  looked  on 
as  a  crime,  as  cheating,  by  Donna  Caterina  and  her 
customers;  for  did  not  the  Government  do  the 
same  thing,  perhaps,  on  a  larger  scale?  A  gift  of 
six  million  lire  has  been  settled  for  each  draw- 
ing for  every  turn  of  eight:  when,,  by  a  very  rare 
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combination,  the  winnings  go  above  six  millions, 
does  not  the  Government  fail  too,  making  the  en* 
tire  profits  smaller? 

But  that  day  there  was  no  need  for  Donna  Ca- 
terina  to  fail,  to  make  off;  the  numbers  drawn  were 
so  bad,  perhaps  not  one  of  her  clients  had  won; 
and  Donna  Concetta  climbed  up  the  Chiara  way 
very  leisurely,  not  hurrying  at  all,  knowing  it  was 
a  dull  Saturday  for  all  gambling  Naples,  getting 
ready  for  her  battle  of  usury  on  Monday.  All 
these  unhappy  creatures  with  broken  hopes  passed 
near  her;  she  shook  her  head  wisely  over  human 
aberrations,  and  clutched  the  hem  of  her  crape 
shawl  in  her  ringed  fingers.  A  woman  who  was 
coming  quickly  down  the  street,  dragging  a  little 
boy  and  girl  behind  her,  and  carrying  a  baby, 
touched  her  in  passing  on  her  way  into  the  Im- 
presa  court,  where  some  people  were  still  linger- 
ing. She  was  very  poorly  dressed;  her  calico  skirt 
was  so  frayed  and  dirty  it  filled  one  with  pity  and 
disgust,  and  she  had  a  raveled  woolen  shawl  round 
her  neck;  her  face  was  so  lean  and  worn,  her  teeth 
so  black,  and  hair  so  sparse,  that  the  children,  who 
were  neither  ragged  nor  dirty,  looked  as  if  they 
did  not  belong  to  her.  The  sucking  child  only  was 
rather  slight — it  laid  its  head  on  her  shoulder  to 
sleep;  but  the  poor  thing  was  so  agitated  she  did 
not  notice  it.  Seeing  Carmela,  her  sister,  still 
seated  on  the  high  stone,  her  hands  loose  in  her  lap? 
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and  head  sunk  on  the  breast,  all  alone,  as  if  pet- 
rified in  speechless  grief,  she  went  up  to  her,  and 
said: 

"Carmela!" 

"Good-day,  Annarella,"  said  Carmela,  starting, 
giving  a  sickly  smile. 

"Are  you  here  too?"  she  asked  in  a  sad,  sur- 
prised tone. 

"Yes,  I  came,"  Carmela  answered,  with  a  re- 
signed gesture. 

"Have  you  seen  my  husband,  Gaetano?"  Anna- 
rella asked  anxiously,  letting  the  baby's  head  slide 
from  her  shoulder  to  her  arm,  so  that  it  could 
sleep  more  comfortably. 

Carmela  raised  her  big  eyes  to  her  sister's  face, 
but  seeing  her  so  disheveled  and  ugly  from  priva- 
tion and  misery,  so  old  already,  so  doomed  to  ill- 
ness and  death,  asking  the  question  so  despairingly, 
she  dared  not  tell  her  the  truth.  Yes,  she  had  seen 
her  brother-in-law  Gaetano,  the  glove-cutter;  she 
had  first  seen  him  trembling  and  anxious,  thin, 
pale,  and  downcast,  but  she  felt  too  sorry  for  her 
sister,  the  delicate,  sleeping  baby,  and  the  other 
two  who  were  gazing  around  them,  and  so  she 
lied: 

"I  have  not  seen  him  at  all." 

"He  must  have  been  here,"  Annarella  muttered 
in  her  rough  drawl. 

"I  assure  you  he  was  not  here,  really." 
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"You  will  not  have  seen  him,"  Annarella  re- 
peated, obstinate  in  her  sad  incredulity.  "How 
could  he  not  come?  He  comes  here  every  Satur- 
day. He  might  not  be  at  home  with  his  little  ones ; 
he  might  not  be  at  the  glove  factory;  where 
he  can  earn  bread;  but  he  can't  be  anywhere  else 
than  here  on  Saturday  to  hear  the  numbers  come 
out:  here  is  his  ruling  passion  and  his  death." 

"He  plays  a  lot,  doesn't  he?"  said  Carmela,  who 
had  grown  pale  and  had  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"All  that  he  can  spare  and  more  than  he  has 
got.  We  might  live  very  well,  without  asking  any- 
thing from  any  one;  but  instead,  with  his  sure 
thing,  we  are  full  of  debts  and  mortifications;  we 
only  eat  now  and  then,  when  I  bring  in  something. 
These  poor  little  things!" 

Her  voice  was  so  broken  with  maternal  agony 
that  Carmela,  overcome  by  infinite  pity,  shed  tears. 
Now  they  were  almost  alone  in  the  court. 

"Why  do  you  come  to  hear  this  lottery  drawn?" 
Annarella  asked,  suddenly  enraged  against  all 
those  that  play. 

"What  am  I  to  do?"  said  the  other  in  her  sweet, 
broken  voice.  "You  know  I  would  like  to  see  you 
all  happy,  mother,  and  you,  Gaetano,  your  babies, 
and  my  lover  Raffaele — and  somebody  else.  You 
know  your  cross  is  mine,  that  I  have  not  an  hour's 
peace  thinking  of  what  you  suffer.  So  all  that  is 
over  of  my  earnings  I  play:  the  Lord  must  bless 
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me  some  day  or  other.  I  shall  win  then ;  then  I'll 
give  it  all  to  you." 

"Poor  sister  1"  said  Annarella,  with  melancholy 
tenderness. 

"That  day  must  come — it  must,"  she  whispered 
passionately,  as  if  speaking  to  herself,  as  if  she  al- 
ready saw  that  happy  day. 

"May  an  angel  pass  and  say  Amen"  Annarella 
murmured,  kissing  her  baby's  forehead.  "Where 
can  Gaetano  be?"  she  went  on,  her  care  coming 
back. 

"Say  truly,"  begged  Carmela,  getting  down  from 
the  stone  on  her  way  off,  "you  have  nothing  to  give 
the  children  to-day?" 

"Nothing,"  was  the  answer  in  that  feeble  voice. 

"Take  this  half-lira,  take  it,"  said  the  other,  pull- 
ing it  out  of  her  pocket  and  giving  it  to  her. 

"God  reward  you." 

They  looked  at  each  other  with  such  mutual 
pity  that  only  shame  of  the  passers-by  kept  them 
from  bursting  into  sobs. 

"Good-by!" 

"Good-by,  Carmela!" 

The  suffering  girl  kissed  the  baby  softly.  An- 
narella, with  the  languid  step  of  a  woman  who  has 
had  too  many  children  and  worked  too  hard,  went 
off  by  the  Santa  Chiara  cloister,  pulling  her  two 
other  little  ones  behind  her.  Carmela,  pulling  her 
discolored  shawl  round  her,  dragging  her  down- 
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at-hcel  shoes,  went  down  toward  Banchi  Nuovi. 
It  was  just  there  a  cleanly  dressed  youth,  his  trou- 
sers tight  at  the  knees  and  wide  as  bells  over  the 
ankle,  with  a  neat  jacket,  and  hat  over  one  ear, 
stopped  her  with  the  look  of  his  clear,  cold,  light- 
blue  eyes,  biting  lips,  as  red  as  a  girl's,  under  his 
fair  little  mustache.  Stopping  before  she  spoke 
to  him,  Carmela  looked  with  such  intense  passion 
on  the  young  fellow  she  seemed  to  wish  to  enfold 
him  in  an  atmosphere  of  love.  He  did  not  seem  to 
notice  it. 

"Well,  have  you  won  anything?"  he  asked  in  a 
hissing  little  ironical  voice. 

"Nothing,"  said  she,  opening  her  arms  deso- 
lately. She  held  down  her  head  so  as  not  to  weep, 
looking  at  the  point  of  her  shoes,  which  had  lost 
their  varnish  and  showed  the  dirty  lining  through 
a  split. 

"How  do  you  account  for  that?"  the  young  fel- 
low cried  out  angrily.  "A  woman  is  always  a 
woman!" 

"Is  it  my  fault  if  the  numbers  won't  come  out?" 
the  lovelorn  girl  said  humbly  and  sadly. 

"You  should  look  out  for  the  good  ones.  Go  to 
Father  Illuminato  that  knows  them,  and  only  tells 
women;  go  to  Don  Pasqualino,  he  that  the  good 
spirits  help  to  find  out  the  right  numbers.  Get  it 
out  of  your  head,  my  girl,  that  I  can  marry  a 
ragged  one  like  you." 
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"I  know — I  know!"  she  muttered  humbly.  "Say 
no  more  about  it." 

"You  seem  to  forget  it.  Masses  are  not  sung 
without  money.  Let  us  say  good-by." 

"Won't  you  come  this  evening?"  she  dared  to 
ask. 

"I  have  something  to  do.  I  must  go  out  with  a 
friend.  Send  me  a  couple  of  lire." 

"I  have  only  one,"  she  exclaimed,  quite  red  and 
mortified,  taking  it  out  of  her  pocket. 

"May  you  die  in  want!"  he  cursed,  chewing  his 
stump  of  Naples  cigar.  "Give  it  here!  I  will  try 
to  manage  my  affairs  better." 

"Won't  you  pass  by  the  house?"  she  begged  with 
her  eyes. 

"If  I  do  pass,  it  will  be  very  late." 

"It  does  not  matter;  I'll  wait  for  you  on 
the  balcony,"  she  said,  persisting  in  her  humilia- 
tion. 

"I  can't  stop." 

"Well,  give  a  whistle.  If  I  hear  you,  I  shall 
sleep  better,  Raffaele.  What  trouble  will  it  be 
to  whistle  in  passing?" 

"All  right,"  he  agreed  indulgently.  "Good-by, 
Carmela!" 

"Good-by,  Raffaele!" 

She  stopped  to  look  at  him  as  he  went  away 
quickly  in  the  direction  of  Madonna  dell'  Aiuto. 
The  patent-leather  shoes  creaked  as  the  youth 
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walked  off  in  the  proud  way  peculiar  to  the  lower- 
class  dandy. 

"May  the  Virgin  bless  every  step  you  take,"  the 
girl  said  to  herself  tenderly  as  she  went  off.  But 
as  she  went  along  she  felt  discouraged  and  weak. 
All  the  bitterness  of  that  deceptive  day,  the  sorrow 
she  bore  for  others'  grief — for  her  mother,  a  ser- 
vant of  sixty;  for  her  sister,  who  had  no  bread  for 
her  children;  her  brother-in-law,  who  was  going 
to  ruin;  her  lover,  that  she  would  have  liked  to 
make  rich  and  happy  as  a  lord,  and  who  never  had 
a  lira  in  his  pocket — all  these  sorrows,  and  still 
deeper  ones,  the  greatest  of  all,  the  most  afflicting 
grief,  her  own  powerlessness,  poured  into  her  mind, 
her  whole  being.  It  was  not  enough  for  her  to 
work  at  that  nauseating  trade  at  the  tobacco  fac- 
tory for  seven  days  a  week;  that  she  had  not  a 
decent  dress  to  wear,  nor  a  pair  of  whole  shoes,  so 
that  she  was  looked  on  coldly  at  the  factory.  She 
fasted  four  times  a  week  to  give  her  mother  a  lira, 
Raffaele  two,  her  sister  Annarella  half  a  lira;  what 
was  over  went  to  the  lottery.  It  was  no  use,  she 
never  could  do  anything  for  those  she  loved;  her 
hard  work,  wretchedness,  hunger,  did  no  one  any 
good. 

She  felt  so  miserable  as  she  went  down  San 
Giovanni  Maggiore  steps  at  Mezzocannone,  get- 
ting nearer  as  she  was  to  her  saddest  charge,  that 
she  could  have  killed  herself  for  being  so  helpless 
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and  useless.  Still,  she  went  on  into  an  out-of-the- 
way  court  in  the  Mercanti,  that  looked  like  a  ser- 
vants' yard,  then  stopped  and  leaned  against  the 
wall  as  if  she  could  go  no  farther.  It  was  a  dirty 
place,  with  greasy  water,  fruit-skins,  and  a  woman's 
broken  old  hat  thrown  into  a  corner.  Three  win- 
dows of  the  first  floor  had  half-open  green  jalou- 
sies, just  letting  in  a  ray  of  light — mean  little  win- 
dows and  faded  Venetian  blinds,  on  which  dust, 
rain,  and  the  sun  had  left  their  mark;  then  a  little 
doorway,  with  a  damp  step  broken  to  bits,  and  a 
narrow  black  passage  like  a  gutter.  Carmela 
looked  inside,  her  eyes  wide  open  from  curiosity 
and  fear.  Rather  an  old  woman,  a  servant,  came 
out,  holding  up  her  skirt  not  to  dirty  it  in  the 
gutter.  Carmela  knew  her,  evidently,  for  she 
turned  to  her  frankly: 

"Donna  Rosa,  will  you  call  Filomena?" 

The  woman  looked  to  see  who  it  was;  then, 
without  going  into  the  house  again,  she  called 
from  the  courtyard  toward  the  first  floor  windows ; 

"Filomena  1  Filomena!" 

"Who  is  it?"  a  hoarse  voice  answered  from 
inside. 

"Your  sister  wants  you — come  down." 

"I  am  coming,"  said  the  voice  more  gently. 

"Thanks,  Donna  Rosa,"  said  Carmela. 

"Glad  to  serve  you,"  said  the  other  briefly  as  she 
went  off. 
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Filomena  kept  her  waiting  two  or  three  minutes; 
then  a  regular  beat  of  wooden  heels  came  along  the 
passage,  and  she  appeared.  She  wore  a  white  mus- 
lin skirt,  with  a  high  flounce  of  white  embroidery, 
a  cream  woolen  bodice,  much  trimmed  with  knots 
of  velvet  ribbon  at  the  wrists  and  waist.  She  had 
a  pink  chenille  shawl  round  her  neck;  patent- 
leather  shoes  with  high  heels,  and  red  silk  stock- 
ings showed  under  the  skirt.  In  face  she  was  like 
both  her  sisters,  but  her  well-dressed  hair,  with 
light  shell  pins,  and  the  rouge  on  her  colorless 
cheeks,  made  one  forget  the  likeness  to  Annarella, 
and  made  her  much  more  attractive  than  Carmela. 
The  two  sisters  did  not  kiss  nor  shake  hands,  but 
they  gave  each  other  so  intense  a  look  that  it  suf- 
ficed for  everything. 

"How  are  you?"  asked  Carmela  in  a  trembling 
voice. 

"I  am  well,"  said  Filomena,  shaking  her 
head,  as  if  her  health  did  not  matter.  "How 
is  mother?" 

"Just  as  an  old  woman  always  is —  Poor 
mother  1" 

"How  is  Annarella?" 

"She  is  full  of  trouble—" 

"Wretched,  eh?" 

"Yes,  she  is  wretched." 

They  both  sighed  deeply  as  they  looked  at  each 
other;  a  blush  and  a  pallor  altered  their  faces. 
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"I  bring  you  bad  news  to-day,  too,  Filomena," 
Carmela  said  at  last. 

"Have  you  won  nothing?"  Filomena  asked. 

"No,  nothing!" 

"My  luck  is  bad,"  Filomena  said.  "I  have  made 
many  vows  to  the  Virgin — not,  indeed,  to  the  Im- 
maculate one ;  I  am  not  even  worthy  to  name  her — 
but  to  our  Lady  of  Sorrows,  who  understands  and 
pities  my  disgrace;  but  nothing  has  come." 

"Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  will  grant  us  this  grace," 
Carmela  said  softly.  "Let  us  hope  that  next 
Saturday — " 

"We  will  hope  so,"  the  other  answered  humbly. 

"Good-by,  Filomena!" 

"Good-by,  Carmela!" 

Filomena  turned  her  back  and  disappeared  into 
the  passage,  her  wooden  heels  making  her  steps 
rhythmical ;  then  Carmela  was  going  to  rush  after 
her  to  call  her,  but  she  was  already  in  the  house. 
The  girl  went  off,  wrapping  herself  convulsively 
in  her  shawl,  biting  her  lips  not  to  sob.  All  the 
other  bitternesses — all,  even  going  without  bread 
— were  nothing  in  comparison  to  what  she  left 
behind:  that  came  by  itself,  a  constant  poison,  an 
eternal  shame,  to  her  heart. 

At  half-past  five  the  Impresa  court  was  quite 
empty  and  silent;  no  one  came  in,  not  even  to  look 
at  that  solitary  board  with  the  five  numbers:  they 
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Ka'd  already  been  put  up  at  all  the  lottery-shops 
in  Naples;  there  was  a  group  of  people  before 
each,  all  through  the  town.  No  one  went  into  the 
Impresa  court;  the  crowd  would  only  come  back 
in  seven  days.  Then  there  was  a  noise  of  foot- 
steps. It  was  the  lottery  usher,  leading  the  two 
poorhouse  children  by  the  hand — the  one  who  had 
drawn  the  numbers,  and  he  who  was  to  draw  them 
next  Saturday.  The  usher  was  taking  them  back 
to  the  asylum,  where  he  would  leave  the  twenty 
lire,  the  weekly  payment  the  Royal  Lottery  gives 
to  the  child  that  draws  the  numbers.  The  two 
boys  trod  on  each  other's  heels  behind  the  usher, 
chattering  gaily.  The  pale  sewer,  working  at  her 
machine,  raised  her  head  and  smiled  at  them. 
Then  she  began  to  beat  her  foot  on  the  pedal  and 
pull  the  bit  of  linen  straight  under  the  needle; 
she  went  on  quietly,  indefatigably,  with  her  work. 


CHAPTER   II 

AGNESINA   FRAGAlA'S   CHRISTENING 

"AGNESINA  FRAGALA,  papa's  lovely  daughter," 
said  the  young  father,  leaning  over  the  brass  cradle 
that  shone  like  gold,  holding  open  the  lace  cur- 
tains with  rose-colored  ribbons,  and  petting  with 
words,  glances,  and  smiles  the  pink  new-born  babe 
that  was  placidly  sleeping.  "Agnesina,  Agnesina," 
he  went  on  saying  playfully,  "I  think  you  are  very 
pretty." 

"Be  quiet,  Cesare ;  you  will  wake  the  baby,"  the 
mother  said  in  a  whisper,  from  the  dressing-table. 

"She  will  have  to  be  awakened  later  on,  at  any 
rate;  ought  we  not  to  show  her  to  our  guests?" 

"Yes ;  I  just  hope  she  won't  begin  screaming  in 
the  d rawing- room  1"  the  young  mother  replied, 
smiling,  half  from  nervous  fears,  half  from  moth- 
erly pride. 

"Bahl"  said  the  young  father,  leaving  the  cradle 
and  coming  near  to  his  wife.  "The  guests  will  be 
taken  up  eating  cakes,  sweets,  and  ices.  You  will 
see  a  gormandizing,  Luisella!" 

The  light  edifice  of  Luisa  Fragala's  intensely 
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black  hair  was  skilfully  and  prettily  arranged; 
some  curls  shaded  her  short  brown  forehead,  with 
its  black  eyebrows  in  the  youthful  oval  face;  and 
the  long  Eastern  eyes  of  sparkling  gray,  soft  and 
piquant,  the  rather  long,  broad,  though  well- 
shaped  nose,  and  baby  mouth,  pink  as  a  carna- 
tion, had  a  charm  of  youth  and  freshness  that  made 
her  still  enamored  husband  smile  with  pleasure. 

Cesare  Fragala  was  young  and  handsome,  too — 
rather  effeminately  handsome,  perhaps;  his  skin 
was  as  white  as  a  woman's ;  his  chestnut  hair  curled 
all  over  up  to  the  temples,  showing  in  places  the 
white  skin  underneath ;  his  face  was  round,  rather 
boyish  still,  in  spite  of  his  being  twenty-eight;  but 
his  close-shaven  cheeks  had  a  warm  Southern 
pallor  that  was  quite  manly,  and  a  thick  curly 
mustache  corrected  that  effeminate,  boyish  look. 
Both  of  them  of  burgher  rank,  of  no  degenerate 
race,  they  had  the  characteristics  of  Neapolitan 
youth.  The  man  was  strong,  but  indolent;  good- 
looking  and  rather  inclined  to  care  for  his  appear- 
ance; his  softness  was  visibly  mixed  with  roguish- 
ness,  from  the  contrasts  in  his  face,  where  a  coarse 
look  was  tempered  by  good-nature.  The  woman, 
dark  and  elegant,  with  that  blood  that  seems  to 
have  dull  flashes,  that  resoluteness  of  will  in  the 
profile  and  chin  that  shows  a  latent  force  in  a 
woman's  heart,  ready  for  passion  and  sacrifice. 

The  surroundings  were  like  themselves,  from 
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the  rather  vulgar  luxury  of  pink  and  cream  bro- 
cade that  covered  the  furniture  and  the  bed,  the 
French  paper  on  the  walls  of  much  the  same  de- 
sign, the  toilet-glass  draped  in  white  lace — precious 
work  done  by  the  bride's  own  hands  before  the 
wedding — to  the  great  wardrobe  of  dark  wood, 
with  gold  lines  and  three  looking-glass  doors,  the 
height  of  luxury  at  that  time ;  from  the  numerous 
images  of  saints — Saint  Louis  in  silver,  the  face 
in  wax;  a  Saint  Cesare  of  stucco  in  a  monk's  habit, 
with  rosaries,  reliquaries,  and  Easter  candles,  form- 
ing a  trophy,  on  each  side  of  the  bed — up  to  the 
silver  lamp,  lighted,  before  the  Infant  Jesus,  in 
a  niche ;  and  in  the  same  conjugal  apartment,  from 
plebeian  tenderness,  and  that  strong  patriarchal 
feeling  of  Neapolitans,  was  thejcradle,  gay  with  rib- 
bons, where  the  little  one  of  a  month  old  was  sleep- 
ing. Everything  was  striking,  even  their  clothes. 
Cesare  Fragala,  expecting  his  guests  shortly,  had 
on  his  coat  already,  a  handkerchief  stuck  in  his 
shirt,  and  his  curly  hair  smooth  by  dint  of  hard 
brushing;  but  his  watch-chain  was  too  bright,  his 
studs  too  large,  and  his  necktie  was  white  silk  in- 
stead of  white  batiste.  Luisa  looked  very  pretty 
in  her  yellow  silk,  with  a  white  muslin  wrapper 
over  it  while  her  hair  was  done,  but  she  sparkled 
too  much  from  diamonds  in  her  ears,  on  her  neck, 
and  on  her  arms.  Just  then  the  hairdresser  put  a 
brilliant  star  in  front  as  a  finish. 
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y 

"Is  nothing  more  needed?"  she  asked,  rather 
thinking  she  had  too  few  ornaments. 

"No,"  said  the  hairdresser  decisively;  "the 
fewer  things  put  in  the  hair,  the  better." 

"Do  you  think  so?" 

"Let  yourself  be  guided  by  one  who  knows  his 
trade,"  the  artist  added,  gathering  up  his  combs 
and  curling-irons. 

"You  look  very  nice,"  the  husband  whispered, 
on  an  inquiring  glance  from  his  wife.  He  looked 
at  her  tenderly,  carefully,  to  see  if  anything  was 
wanting.  "If  my  combination  comes  off,"  Cesare 
added,  while  the  barber  took  leave  silently,  so  as 
not  to  waken  the  baby,  after  getting  five  frances 
and  one  more  as  a  tip — "if  my  combination  comes 
off,  Luisella,  I  will  buy  you  a  string  of  diamonds 
for  your  neck." 

"What  combination  are  you  speaking  of?"  she 
asked,  as  she  put  some  powder  on  her  bare  arms. 
She  frowned,  with  a  woman's  sudden  suspicion  of 
all  affairs  she  does  not  know  about. 

"I  will  tell  you  afterward,"  he  said,  stammering. 

"Tell  me  now,"  she  demanded,  standing  with 
her  long  gloves  in  her  hand. 

"There  is  nothing  really  yet  to  tell,  Luisella," 
he  said,  rather  put  out  at  having  let  out  something. 

"Promise  me  never  to  decide  on  anything  with- 
out asking  me  first,"  she  said,  raising  one  hand. 

"I  promise,"  he  said  with  deep  sincerity. 

so 


The  Land  of  Cockayne 

She  was  appeased,  and  sat  down  reassured,  put- 
ting on  her  gloves,  while  her  husband  stood  before 
the  looking-glass  twirling  the  points  of  his  mus- 
tache, smiling  at  his  own  image  and  at  life.  The 
Fragala  family  counted  up  no  less  than  eighty 
years  of  commercial  prudence  and  rising  fortunes. 
Cesare's  grandfather  had  begun  with  a  wretched 
shop  in  Purgatoria  ad  Arco  Street  in  the  Pendino 
quarter — rather  worse,  said  the  envious,  for  he  was 
a  pedler  of  cakes  at  a  halfpenny  each,  heaped  on 
a  wooden  board  carried  on  his  head,  under  the 
arm,  or  by  a  leather  band  round  the  neck.  In  fact, 
either  on  the  board  or  in  that  shop,  these  sweets 
were  made  of  middling  flour,  sugar  of  the  third 
quality,  eggs  of  doubtful  freshness,  and  very  often 
cooked  in  rancid  lard,  filled  oftener  with  apples 
or  quinces  roasted  under  ashes  than  peach  or  black- 
cherry  preserves.  But  what  did  it  matter?  All 
Southerners,  men  and  women,  young  and  old,  love 
sweets,  spicy  cakes  and  biscuits  sprinkled  with  ani- 
seed and  sugar;  the  pastry  at  a  half-soldo  appeared 
and  disappeared  in  Fragala's  shop,  also  sticky  col- 
ored caramels  and  cakes  called  ancinetti. 

So  Grandfather  Fragala  made  cheap  pastry, 
the  so-called  sfogliatella,  or  cheese  cake,  of  which 
there  are  two  qualities — the  riccia,  crisp,  broad, 
thin,  and  flat,  that  falls  into  fine  flakes,  crackling 
between  the  teeth,  while  the  cream  in  it  melts  on 
the  tongue ;  and  the  frolla,  soft,  thick^  and  fat,  two 
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fingers'  width  of  pastry  that  dissolves  as  you  eat  it, 
and  a  thick  layer  of  cream  inside  that  oozes  out 
over  your  lips.  It  is  true  Grandfather  Fragala 
was  accused  of  mixing  a  lot  of  nasty,  noxious  in- 
gredients in  his  sfogliatella — starch,  gum,  raw 
sugar,  beef-fat,  strong  glue,  and  even  bran.  But 
what  did  it  matter?  On  Sundays  and  all  the  other 
appointed  feasts  the  sfogliatella  sold  like  bread,  or, 
rather,  more  so,  from  nine  to  two  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon ;  then  Fragala  shut  his  shop,  because  he 
had  no  more  to  sell,  however  much  he  had  made, 
also  because  he  was  a  God-fearing  man.  He 
quietly  opened  another  shop  in  San  Pietro  a  Mai- 
ella,  putting  in  one  of  his  sons;  then,  later  on, 
another  shop  at  Costantinopoli  Street,  near  the 
Bourbon  Museum,  with  another  son;  and,  finally, 
at  his  death,  his  eldest  son  went  to  Toledo  Street, 
but  the  upper  part,  opening  a  pastry-shop  with 
three  doors — that  is  to  say,  three  shops — at  the 
corner  of  Spirito  Santo,  a  gorgeous  place. 

The  pastry-shops  of  Purgatoria  ad  Arco,  San 
Pietro  a  Maiella,  and  Costantinopoli  Streets  still  ex- 
ist, owned  by  the  younger  brothers,  all  more  or  less 
black  and  dirty,  full  of  buzzing  flies,  but  giving  out 
that  intoxicating  smell  of  burnt  sugar,  apples,  fruit, 
and  crumbling  pastry  that  all  Naples  boys,  women, 
and  old  men  long  for.  Even  at  Purgatoria  ad 
Arco  the  tarts  were  sold  at  two  soldi,  half-way 
between  grandfather's  price  and  the  three  soldi  of 
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the  modern  shop.  But  the  three  shops  in  one  in 
Toledo  Street  rejoiced  in  the  inscription  "Founded 
in  1802"  in  gold  letters  on  black  marble — it  was 
all  white  marble,  shining  plate-glass  windows  full 
of  colored  sweets,  bright  metal  boxes,  and  clear 
glasses  with  biscuits,  tall  round  vases  of  pastils, 
strong  and  sweet,  for  disordered  stomachs  or  for 
coughs,  and  glass  shelves  with  all  kinds  of  pastry 
in  rows.  Via  Toledo  confectionery  was  superb, 
but  among  its  innovations  it  had  not  neglected  the 
safe  old  Neapolitan  specialty,  sfogliatella,  always 
popular  and  long-lived,  in  spite  of  innovations  in 
sweetmeats,  in  its  two  forms  of  rlccla  and  frolla; 
on  Sundays,  all  the  patriarchal  families  that  come 
out  from  Mass  from  so  many  churches  round — 
Spirito  Santo,  Pellegrini,  San  Michele,  San  Do- 
menico  Soriano — bought  in  passing  some  six  or 
eight  sfogliatella,  to  give  the  final  festive  touch  to 
the  Sunday  dinner.  Cesare  Fragala's  father  had 
added  to  the  sfogliatella  all  the  other  specialties  in 
sweets  eaten  by  Naples  folk  at  all  the  feasts  in  the 
year:  almond  or  royal  paste  at  Christmas;  sangui- 
naccio  at  Carnival;  Lenten  biscuits,  the  mastac- 
ciolo  and  pastiera,  at  Easter;  rosso  di  morto,  "dead 
men's  bones,"  made  of  almonds  and  candied  sugar, 
for  All  Souls'  Day;  the  torrone  for  St.  Martin's; 
and  others — croccante,  struffoli,  sosamiello — all 
Parthenope's  sweets,  made  of  almonds,  sugar,  and 
chocolate,  delightful  to  the  palate  and  heavy  to 
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"digest.  But  they  are  the  joy  of  Naples  crowds — • 
they  are  sent  into  the  provinces,  every  holiday,  in 
all  sizes  of  boxes  by  the  wagon-load.  Still,  among 
the  Fragalas'  jealous  rivals  there  were  whispers 
about  the  mysterious  ingredients  in  these  sweets; 
but  it  was  harmless  malignity,  to  which  customers 
paid  no  heed;  even  if  they  believed  it,  they  cared 
little  about  it.  The  Naples  philosopher,  Peppino, 
Fragala's  customer,  said:  "If  one  knew  what  one 
was  eating,  no  one  would  wish  to  eat  anything." 
The  Fragala  house  was  solid:  Cesare  had  inher- 
ited a  good  fortune  and  unbroken  credit  from  his 
father. 

It  is  true  he  had,  as  a  rich  citizen,  an  instinctive 
contempt  for  his  uncles'  and  cousins'  dark  shops, 
where  the  flies  buzzed  annoyingly,  as  if  cloyed  and 
ill  with  indigestion  from  the  bad  sugar  and  honey; 
but  he  was  prudent  too — he  did  not  scorn  his  ori- 
gin, he  willingly  received  his  relations  at  family 
dinners,  and  when  he  had  to  make  changes  in  his 
Toledo  shop,  he  thought  them  over,  and  took  ad- 
vice— mostly  from  his  wife.  Luisa  thought  of  all 
this  as  she  put  on  her  gloves  slowly,  while  her  hus- 
band went  to  the  kitchen  to  see  if  the  refreshments 
were  ready,  and  that  the  extra  servants,  hired  for 
the  occasion,  were  properly  dressed.  She  rose, 
and,  picking  up  her  yellow  train,  went  to  lift  the 
lace  curtain  of  the  cradle,  and  passionately  gazed 
on  her  daughter  Agnesina.  Never,  never  would 
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her  husband  do  anything  without  consulting  her; 
he  had  married  her  for  love,  without  a  penny, 
against  every  one's  wishes,  and  he  treated  her  like 
a  lady,  as  if  she  had  brought  twenty  thousand 
ducats  as  a  dowry.  Now  that  there  was  Agnesina 
too,  father's  lovely  daughter,  as  he  said  playfully, 
it  was  impossible  he  would  ever  hide  anything 
from  her,  his  child's  mother.  Who  knows?  Per- 
haps it  had  to  do  with  the  pastry-shop  in  San 
Ferdinando  Piazza,  in  the  centre  of  the  richest 
part  of  Naples,  quite  a  modern  shop,  that  Cesare 
had  been  dreaming  about  opening  for  some  time 
past  without  daring  to  risk  so  much  capital.  Per- 
haps it  was  that,  and  the  fresh,  pleasant-faced 
mother  blessed  the  little  one,  and  prayed  God 
would  bless  her  father's  plans  and  her  mother's 
hopes. 

On  leaving  the  room  she  met  her  husband. 

"Where  is  nurse?"  she  asked. 

"In  the  room  next  the  kitchen  with  Donna 
Candida." 

"Let  us  go  and  see  them,"  she  said,  going  for- 
ward, followed  by  her  husband.  They  crossed  to 
the  back  part  of  the  house,  where  were  the  ser- 
vants' rooms,  and  came  to  the  pantry.  The  wet- 
nurse  from  Fratta  Maggiore,  a  fine,  stout  woman, 
with  pink  cheeks,  great  prominent  eyes,  and  a 
calm,  serene  expression,  wore  her  pale  blue  damask 
dress,  trimmed  with  a  broad  yellow  silk  band, 
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which  went  in  such  deep  folds  she  seemed  to  swim 
at  every  step  she  took — it  was  stiff  like  a  stuff  build- 
ing. She  wore  a  white  crape  handkerchief,  and 
a  gold  necklace  of  three  rows  of  big  hollow  beads 
over  it;  the  front  of  her  dress  was  covered  by  a 
batiste  apron,  over  which  she  spread  her  well- 
ringed  hands.  Her  chestnut  hair  was  tightly  held 
back  by  a  silver  comb,  from  which  fell  a  big  bow 
of  blue  ribbon.  Donna  Candida,  the  midwife,  was 
beside  her,  a  guest  who  had  to  be  asked ;  she  had 
put  on  her  red  silk  dress  for  big  christenings,  the 
portrait  of  her  late  husband,  Don  Nicodemo,  in  a 
brooch,  and  a  red  cotton  camellia  in  her  gray  hair. 
'Both  she  and  the  nurse,  most  important  people, 
were  waiting  patiently,  saying  a  few  words  to  each 
other. 

"I  wish  you  all  happiness,"  called  out  the  old 
nurse  on  seeing  her  patient. 

"Thank  you,  Donna  Candida.  You  have  come 
early.  Does  waiting  not  bore  you?  Will  you  take 
something,  nurse?"  Luisella's  voice  showed  ten- 
derness for  her  little  one's  nurse. 

"As  your  excellency  pleases,"  said  the  nurse, 
raising  her  soft,  oil-colored,  rather  stupid  eyes. 

Cesare  went  off,  and  brought  a  waiter  with 
marsala  and  cakes  for  the  women.  The  husband 
and  wife  stood  looking  at  them  quite  touched,  and 
when  they  stopped  eating  Luisella  pushed  the  tray 
toward  them.  Donna  Candida,  who  was  a  polite 
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woman,  held  up  her  first  glass  of  marsala,  and 
called  out: 

"To  Donna  Agnesina's  health!" 

"To  my  little  one's  health!"  said  the  other, 
laughing. 

The  husband  and  wife  looked  at  each  other  with 
happy  tears  in  their  eyes,  nodding  their  thanks. 
Suddenly  the  mother  said: 

"Nurse,  the  baby  is  crying." 

The  nurse  hurriedly  dried  her  lips,  put  down 
the  candy  she  was  eating,  and  rushed  off  with  a 
great  rustle,  opening  her  bodice  as  she  went  with 
an  instinctive  maternal  movement. 

But  the  guests  were  already  coming  into  the  re- 
ception-room, which  was  furnished  with  couches 
and  easy-chairs  in  pomegranate  brocade,  their 
woodwork  gilded;  large  alabaster  placques  placed 
on  gray  marble  and  gilt  brackets,  as  well  as  big 
gilt-bronze  lamps  with  crystal  pendants  cut  in 
facets,  lighted  it  up.  Those  who  knew  each  other 
had  joined  in  groups,  and  spoke  to  each  other  in 
lively  undertones,  to  appear  like  clever  people, 
like  society  folk,  and  did  not  even  look  at  the 
unknown  guests;  these  had  got  into  the  corners 
by  families,  and  brought  easy-chairs  and  seats  to- 
gether to  make  a  fortress  for  themselves,  from 
whence  they  cast  shy,  inquisitive  glances  about, 
suddenly  dimmed  by  lowered  eyelids  if  they  felt 
themselves  caught  staring. 
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The  family  of  Don  Domenico  Mayer,  a  clerk  in 
the  Finance  Department,  were  like  this.  They  in- 
habited an  apartment  on  the  fifth  floor  in  the  Rossi 
Palace,  a  tall,  deep  building  at  Mercatello  Square 
that  looks  on  to  four  different  streets,  where  the 
neighbors  often  do  not  know  each  other  even  by 
name,  and  can  live  for  years  without  meeting,  two 
large  stairs  besides  two  smaller  ones  make  it  such 
a  puzzle.  Don  Domenico  Mayer,  with  a  misan- 
thropic look  and  bureaucratic  overcoat,  led  in  a 
misanthropic  family,  composed  of  his  wife,  with 
flabby,  colorless  cheeks,  always  suffering  from 
neuralgia;  his  daughter  Amalia,  a  tall,  stout  girl, 
with  prominent  eyes,  thick  nose  and  lips,  and  heavy 
black  tresses,  who  suffered  from  hysterical  convul- 
sions; and  Alfonso,  the  son,  called  Fofo  by  every 
one,  who  was  troubled  by  a  growing  silliness  and 
a  huge  appetite.  The  misanthropic  family  had 
formed  into  a  square;  the  women  pulled  in  their 
poor  though  tidy  gowns  round  their  chairs,  and 
father  and  son  sat  at  the  edge  of  theirs  stiff  and 
silent.  Like  them,  other  families  held  aloof — 
clerks,  little  tradesmen,  managers — with  serious 
looks,  keeping  their  elbows  to  their  sides,  passing 
their  hands  mechanically  over  their  shiny,  not  to 
say  glazed,  beavers;  while  on  the  other  side  were 
all  the  Fragalas,  and  with  them  the  Naddeos,  great 
ironware  dealers  at  Rua  Catalana;  the  Antonaccis, 
prosperous  cloth  merchants  at  the  Mercanti;  and 
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the  Durantes,  great  dealers  in  dry  cod  at  Pietra 
del  Pesce — the  men  in  broadcloth,  the  women  in 
brocade  or  silk,  with  jewels,  especially  bracelets, 
like  Luisella  Fragala.  Her  charming  presence  in 
the  drawing-room  was  hailed  by  a  general  move- 
ment: all  rose;  the  boldest  or  most  intimate  left 
their  places  and  surrounded  her,  while  the  shy  ones 
kept  at  a  little  distance,  waiting  composedly  till 
they  were  seen  and  greeted. 

All  congratulated  her  on  her  restored  health, 
calling  her  "Mama,  Mama,"  wishing  her  in  the 
Southern  style  this  and  a  hundred  others,  all  in 
good  health — that  is  to  say,  a  hundred  more  chil- 
dren, no  less.  She  became  pink  with  pleasure, 
bent  her  head  in  giving  thanks,  which  made  the 
diamond  star  in  her  hair  sparkle :  it  was  a  subject 
for  comment  to  the  other  Fragalas,  the  Naddeos, 
the  Antonaccis,  and  Durantes;  it  was  the  secret- 
sighing  admiration  of  all  the  other  humble  guests, 
the  so-called  "half  gentry."  Then,  while  Cesare 
Fragala  chattered  with  the  men,  laughing,  passing 
his  gloved  hand  through  his  curly  hair,  there  was 
a  general  return  to  the  couches  and  easy-chairs: 
all  sat  down. 

Luisella  Fragala,  standing  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  went  to  meet  each  lady  that  she  saw  coming 
in  at  the  door,  greeted  her  smilingly,  and  led  her 
to  an  easy-chair,  making  a  large  feminine  circle, 
where  fans  waved  slowly  over  opulent  bosoms  en- 
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cased  in  brocade.  Only  the  middle  couch  re- 
mained empty — it  was  the  post  of  honor;  all  were 
looking  at  it  and  toward  the  door,  waiting  the 
unknown  guests  who  were  to  sit  there:  for  they 
knew  the  party  would  not  really  begin  without 
them,  and  no  refreshments  would  be  offered  till 
the  guests  of  high  rank  appeared ;  in  fact,  Luisella 
and  Cesare  as  the  time  passed  gave  each  other  in- 
quiring glances.  Suddenly,  as  a  couple  came  into 
the  room,  Luisella  made  a  quick,  joyful  gesture, 
effusively  embraced  the  lady,  and  pressed  the  gen- 
tleman's hand  smilingly;  a  whisper  went  through 
the  room,  some  one  got  up,  a  name  was  breathed. 
It  was  really  he,  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  the 
famous  Don  Gennaro,  a  tall,  strong,  agreeable  man, 
with  a  countenance  breathing  honesty,  good  faith, 
good  temper;  his  handshake  was  hearty,  his  smile 
cheered  the  most  low-spirited  people,  his  glance 
put  life  into  one;  a  very  rich  man — in  short,  little 
Agnesina's  godfather,  a  rich  man  with  no  children. 
He  had  had  children — he  and  his  sickly  wife 
with  the  grayish  hair  and  sad  eyes.  She  liked  to 
stay  shut  up  in  her  sumptuous  silent  house ;  when 
she  went  about  with  him  she  looked  like  a  woman's 
shadow,  a  living  image  of  grief.  They  had  had 
three  lovely  children,  two  boys  and  a  girl,  healthy 
and  strong,  for  whom  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo 
had  worked  at  his  cold  terrible  trade  of  aristo- 
cratic usurer  to  make  them  rich.  He  never  lent 
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less  than  five  thousand  francs  or  more  than  two 
hundred  thousand  at  one  time,  always  at  10  per  cent 
a  month — cruel  for  his  children's  sake.  But  diph- 
theria had  come  into  his  house,  furtively,  irreme- 
diably; in  twenty- five  days  the  most  distinguished 
doctors'  science,  father  and  mother's  despair, 
money  poured  out,  were  found  useless:  nothing 
could  save  the  three  children.  All  died  choking 
in  such  a  painful  way  that  Signora  Parascandolo's 
reason  seemed  to  give  way  for  a  time.  Even  the 
strong  man  seemed  to  reel  for  a  moment;  he  only 
recovered  very  slowly.  He  traveled  a  great  deal, 
he  showed  at  all  first  nights,  gave  flowers  and 
jewels  to  famous  dancers — all  with  the  greatest 
indifference,  not  as  if  he  was  bored,  but  without 
enthusiasm.  Now  and  then,  very  seldom,  his  wife 
went  out  with  him,  a  colorless  taciturn  creature,  in- 
capable of  distracting  her  thoughts  even  for  a 
moment  from  her  three  dead  children;  but  at  these 
times  Don  Gennaro  got  gay:  he  came  out  with  a 
heavy  commercial  wit  to  which  his  wife  responded 
with  a  slight  distracted  smile. 

As  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo  had  persuaded 
his  poor  shadow  to  leave  the  shade  that  evening, 
he  was  quite  lively;  while  Luisella  led  the  signora 
to  the  divan  of  honor,  he  went  about,  followed  by 
Cesare,  joking  and  laughing;  all  sang  his  praises 
wherever  he  passed,  with  that  tendency  to  worship 
riches  that  all,  and  Southerners  in  particular^  are 
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apt  to  have.  The  Naddeos,  Antonaccis,  Durantes, 
and  Fragalas  were  rich  people;  but  things  may 
change  in  this  world  from  one  day  to  another. 
And  Don  Gennaro  was  so  rich  he  really  did  not 
know  what  to  do  with  his  money!  As  to  the  little 
people  in  the  room — clerks,  tradesmen,  managers 
— they  looked  respectfully  at  him  from  afar,  im- 
pressed by  his  broad  shoulders,  deep  chest,  and 
leonine  head.  His  name  was  whispered  here  and 
there,  with  comments  in  a  lower  voice:  "Don  Gen- 
naro Parascandolo." 

But  Cesare  and  Luisella  seemed  to  get  an  elec- 
tric shock  when  the  third  person  they  were  wait- 
ing for  arrived.  She  was  an  old  lady,  who  came 
forward  solemnly,  in  a  very  old  maroon  silk,  stiff 
as  a  board,  made  in  the  fashion  of  thirty  years  be- 
fore, with  organ-pipe  pleats  and  very  wide  sleeves. 
She  wore  a  black  lace  shawl  that  was  very  old, 
too,  fastened  with  a  turquoise  and  ruby  brooch, 
black  lace  mittens  on  her  old,  withered  hands,  that 
clutched  a  black  velvet  bag  worked  in  point  stitch 
— on  one  side  a  little  dog  on  a  cushion,  a  peasant 
woman  with  a  broad  straw  hat  on  the  other.  Lui- 
sella, pulling  up  her  train,  ran  to  meet  her,  made 
a  deep  courtesy,  and  stooped  to  kiss  the  hand  that 
the  old  woman  held  out;  she  had  an  old  coquette's 
peevish  expression,  with  round  gray  eyes  and  a 
drooping  nose.  Another  whisper  went  through 
the  room:  "The  godmother,  the  Marchesa."  No 

62 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

one  said  she  was  the  Marchesa  di  Castelforte ;  she 
was  the  godmother — that  was  all.  There  was  only 
one  Marchesa  godmother  in  the  Fragala  family; 
she  was  Luisella's  godmother  and  patron,  a  lady 
respected  and  feared  by  the  whole  connection — in 
short,  a  Marchesa,  a  titled  person,  of  superior 
race.  Even  Don  Parascandolo,  who  had  no  need 
of  any  one,  as  all  knew,  went  to  bow  before  her, 
while  the  old  woman  closely  examined  him. 

Now  there  was  no  more  room  on  the  seat  of 
honor.  Luisella  sat  in  the  middle,  the  Marchesa 
on  her  right,  and  Signora  Parascandolo  on  her  left, 
in  Parisian  costume,  covered  with  magnificent 
jewels,  but  bowing  her  head  under  the  weight  of 
remembrances,  always  and  unfailingly.  When  all 
were  seated,  there  was  perfect  silence  for  two  min- 
utes. All  were  waiting,  still  looking  at  the  door 
furtively,  pretending  to  think  about  something 
else.  Ladies  hid  a  little  yawn  behind  their  fans; 
girls  had  that  sleep-walking  look  that  makes  them 
seem  detached  from  all  human  interests;  men 
twirled  their  mustaches;  and  the  boys  had  that 
absolutely  idiotic  look  of  which  Fofo  Mayer  was 
the  highest  exponent. 

But  Cesare  Fragala  disappeared.  Refreshments 
came  in  two  minutes  after  that  silence.  Then  all 
set  to  talking,  loudly,  noisily,  to  have  an  easy  bear- 
ing, pretending  not  to  care  for  refreshments.  But 
thej  came  in  from  all  sides  continuously^  sgread- 
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ing  through  the  room,  to  the  delight  of  all  who 
longed  for  sweets — men  and  women,  boys  and 
girls.  To  ices  thick  and  round  as  a  full  moon,  so 
hard  the  teaspoon  had  to  be  pressed  down,  fol- 
lowed Portuguese  cream,  fruit,  strawberries,  white 
and  Levant  coffee,  chocolate;  smaller  ices  of  all 
shapes,  prettily  arranged  in  pink  or  blue  glass 
shells  with  gold  rims;  sponges — half  cream  and 
half  ice,  of  different  flavors:  chocolate,  mandarin, 
punch,  pistachio,  strawberries  and  cream,  honey 
and  milk.  After  sponge-cakes,  the  delight  of 
women  and  boys,  followed  peach  and  almond  tarts, 
and  coffee  and  lemon  ices,  served  in  milky  white 
porcelain  glasses.  For  ten  minutes  nothing  was 
heard  but  the  rattling  of  plates,  spoons,  and  glasses ; 
but  when  the  ladies  saw  the  trifles  coming,  they 
cried  out  enthusiastically  about  their  lovely  colors, 
with  the  white  foam  in  the  middle,  and  held  out 
their  hands  involuntarily,  while  others,  quieter 
and  more  active,  ate  up  one  thing  after  the  other 
to  compare  them. 

The  conversation  became  animated.  Gentlemen 
ran  here  and  there,  fetching  a  plate  or  glass,  serving 
the  ladies  and  themselves  too,  speaking  from  a  dis- 
tance, asking  questions,  calling  up  the  waiters  with 
the  trays,  making  them  lose  their  heads  in  the 
confusion. 

"A  sponge-cake  for  Signora  Naddeo." 
"Would  you  like  an  almond  tart?," 
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"Take  a  glass  of  champagne  punch.  There  is 
nothing  better  for  digesting  the  rest." 

"Who  will  change  a  strawberry  ice  for  a  coffee 
ice?" 

"I  assure  you  it  comes  to  nothing,  after  all ;  the 
ices  are  melted  really.  What  shall  it  be — straw- 
berries?" 

"I  have  one." 

"Mama,  give  me  the  cream." 

Quite  pleased,  Cesare  ran  from  one  side  to  the 
other,  leading  the  waiters,  as  every  tray  came  up, 
toward  the  Marchesa,  who  was  always  ready  for 
something  more. 

Signora  Parascandolo  was  the  next;  but  she 
hardly  took  a  spoonful,  when  she  put  down 
her  plate  and  cast  down  her  eyes  again  distract- 
edly, as  if  she  neither  saw  nor  heard  what  was 
going  on  around  her.  The  Marchesa,  on  the  other 
hand,  without  hurrying,  ate  slowly  of  everything 
with  her  fallen-in  mouth  and  toothless  gums,  her 
jaw  going  continually  and  her  hooked  nose  trem- 
bling over  her  upper  lip. 

"Excellency,  try  this  pistachio.  Would  you  like 
mandarin  better,  Excellency?" 

She  nodded  "Yes,"  like  an  old  Chinese  idol. 
Her  withered  hands  had  let  go  the  bag,  after  tak- 
ing a  big  white  handkerchief  out  of  it  to  put 
under  her  plate. 

Very  happy^  Luisella  tossed  her  head,  laughing 

65 

(D)— C— VOL.  H 


The  Land  of  Cockayne 

at  all  that  cheerful  noise.  Every  now  and  then 
her  husband  stopped  before  her. 

"Won't  you  take  something?" 

"No,  no!    Help  the  other  ladies." 

"Take  something,  Luisella." 

"No;  I  like  looking  on  better." 

The  view  all  around  was  so  interesting  1  The 
ladies,  who  were  more  affected  in  their  greed, 
sipped  the  sherbet  delicately,  keeping  the  plate  on 
the  point  of  their  gloved  fingers,  raising  the  little 
finger  every  time  they  put  in  the  spoon,  keeping  a 
lace  handkerchief  on  their  knees,  and  biting  their 
lips  after  each  spoonful.  Some  men  quietly  fol- 
lowed the  waiter's  tray  step  by  step,  so  as  to  make 
a  good  choice,  after  which  they  went  into  a  cor- 
ner to  eat  comfortably.  Little  children  put  their 
ices  on  a  chair,  covering  themselves  with  cream 
up  to  their  eyes,  and  stuck  out  their  pink  lips,  their 
innocent  eyes  showing  their  delight  as  they  slowly 
licked  the  spoon ;  while  the  sleepy-headed  looking 
girls  refused,  this  and  that,  and  ended  by  taking 
a  little  of  everything,  leaving  the  half  of  it,  not 
really  fond  of  eating.  Even  the  Mayer  family  had 
overcome  their  misanthropy;  the  lady  thought  no 
more  of  her  neuralgia,  and  Don  Domenico  hesi- 
tated between  a  sponge-cake  and  an  ice,  while 
Amalia  and  Fofo  exchanged  ices. 

In  the  other  rooms,  everywhere,  in  the  passages, 
even  in  the  cook's  bedroom  and  the  kitche^  the 
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same  jingling  of  glasses  and  spoons  went  on,  and 
the  joy  was  even  greater.  The  servants  from 
every  floor  in  the  Rossi  Palace  had  run  in.  The 
porter  came  up;  the  hairdresser  returned;  the 
nurse's  husband,  the  Naddeos'  and  the  Antonac- 
cis'  coachmen — for  they  kept  carriages — came  in; 
even  the  newspaper  boy  of  the  Tarsia  corner  and 
the  postman,  still  in  uniform  from  his  last  round, 
with  letter-bag  round  his  neck,  stood  beside  Gel- 
somina  and  Donna  Candida.  All  these  humble 
common  folk  that  love  sweets  and  sherbet  had  a 
feast,  by  the  master's  orders,  and  he  came  out  every 
now  and  then  to  the  kitchen,  delighted  to  see  them 
enjoy  themselves.  He  replied  to  the  servants' 
congratulations,  speaking  to  them  familiarly  in 
dialect. 

Now  there  spread  a  feeling  of  gastronomic  re- 
pose; people  quieted  down,  got  a  composed  look, 
and  smiled  happily  after  the  first  burst  of  gor- 
mandizing. Conversation,  languid  at  first,  had 
taken  the  mild  tone  of  quiet,  easy  people,  full  of 
good  breeding.  The  ladies  smiled  slightly;  the 
girls  waved  their  fans;  men  set  mild  discussions 
agoing  solemnly — about  their  affairs,  about  the 
small  politics  of  the  day,  the  stagnant  state  of  trade, 
from  which  all  suffered.  They  stood  in  groups, 
gesticulating  and  solemnly  nodding. 

The  Marchesa  had  picked  up  her  velvet  bag 
and  crossed  her  hands  over  it — a  torpor  came  over 
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her,  and  she  looked  like  an  old  sleeping  mummy; 
while  Signora  Parascandolo,  with  her  head  down, 
gazed  abstractedly  at  her  fan,  a  precious  antique 
her  husband  must  have  got  from  some  desperate 
debtor  by  forced  sale.  Luisella  began  to  feel  very 
much  bored  between  these  two  silent  women;  her 
lively  temperament  made  her  feel  inclined  to  get 
up  and  speak  to  her  friends  and  relations,  still  more 
to  go  and  see  what  Agnesina  was  doing,  and  what 
was  going  on  in  the  kitchen  and  the  dining-room 
to  cause  such  a  noise ;  but  her  post  of  honor  was  on 
the  divan — it  would  have  been  a  breach  of  etiquette 
to  leave  it;  so  she  went  on  being  bored,  smiling 
to  her  friends  at  a  distance,  and  waving  her  gold- 
spangled  fan. 

All  at  once,  she  called  to  her  husband — she 
could  stand  it  no  longer — and  whispered  to  him; 
he  nodded  assent  and  went  off  to  arrange  the 
procession.  The  guests,  knowing  the  usual  pro- 
gram, understood,  and  began  looking  toward  the 
door,  occasionally,  for  another  part  of  the  show  to 
begin.  Some  affectionate  smiles  began  already;  a 
slight  whisper  ran  along.  The  procession  appeared 
at  the  chief  door.  Little  Agnesina,  in  a  white  cap 
with  pale  blue  ribbons  that  made  her  face  quite 
red,  wore  an  embroidered  batiste  robe  that  covered 
the  pink  little  hands.  She  was  laid  out  on  a  large 
open  pillow  of  pale  blue  silk  and  lace,  her  head 
raised  on  a  cushion;  this  forms  a  bed  a  cradle,  a 
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bag,  and  a  garment,  all  in  one;  it  lay  on  the  strong 
arm  of  the  Fratta  Maggiore  nurse,  Gelsomina, 
who  carried  it  with  the  deepest  devotion,  as  a  cleric 
carries  the  missal  from  one  end  of  the  altar  to 
the  other,  not  taking  her  eyes  off  Agnesina,  who 
stared  placidly  at  her  with  the  clear  crystal  eyes 
of  a  new-born  infant.  Beside  her  was  Donna  Can- 
dida, all  in  the  gravity  of  her  office;  to  mark  its 
continuity  she  laid  her  hand  on  the  baby's  pillow; 
then  followed  the  father,  Cesare  Fragala,  and  a 
little  farther  back  the  waiters  with  trays  of  candy, 
sweets,  and  dried  fruits,  caramels,  jujubes,  then 
other  trays  with  marsala,  malaga,  Lunel;  and 
farther  back  still,  venturing  to  peep  in,  some  in- 
quisitive servant  gazing  with  open  eyes. 

The  christening  party  was  not  unexpected;  the 
guests  all  knew  the  baby  would  be  shown,  so  long, 
noisy  applause  greeted  it,  with  a  clapping  of  gloved 
hands,  and  a  chorus  burst  out: 

"Long  live  Agnesina!" 

"May  you  grow  up  holy!" 

"How  lovely,  how  sweet  she  is!" 

"Agnesina!    Agnesina!" 

"Cheers  for  Agnesina's  papa  and  mama!" 

In  the  meanwhile  the  baby  was  carried  straight 
to  her  godmother,  the  Marchesa,  to  be  kissed;  she 
had  held  her  at  the  font  that  morning,  and  now 
kissed  her  lightly  on  the  forehead,  while  she  put 
a  white  paper  into  the  nurse's  hand,  with  a  discon- 
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tented  movement  of  her  long  nose  over  her  f  alien- 
in  mouth. 

Applause  followed  the  Marchesa's  kiss.  Then, 
bending  down,  Don  Gennaro,  the  godfather,  kissed 
her;  his  broad  face  was  rather  pale  and  contracted 
as  by  some  evil  thought:  perhaps  other  christen- 
ings, his  sons',  passed  through  his  mind.  But  he 
recovered  quickly,  and  received  the  company's  still 
noisier  applause  with  a  smile.  After  the  mother 
had  kissed  the  baby  there  was  a  long  minute's 
silence  among  the  joyous  party;  she  kept  her  head 
down  over  the  baby's  face,  as  if  inhaling  its  breath, 
blessing  it,  calling  down  on  it  blessings  from 
heaven.  A  great  noise  followed;  as  baby  was  car- 
ried triumphantly  round  the  room,  the  women 
gave  little  screams  of  motherly  emotion,  and  kissed 
her  enthusiastically,  which  made  her  whimper. 

Raising  her  head,  Luisella  suddenly  noticed  a 
queer  figure  leaning  against  a  door-post;  she  did 
not  know  who  he  was ;  her  curiosity  was  aroused. 
She  tried  to  remember  ever  having  seen  him  before, 
but  vainly :  it  was  some  one  new.  Who  could  he 
be?  Perhaps  he  had  been  brought  by  a  friend  or 
relation,  without  asking  leave,  with  that  calm  fa- 
miliarity that  in  Naples  exists  with  high  and  low. 
It  was  certainly  some  stranger. 

While  the  overkissed  baby  went  on  whimpering, 
the  nurse  and  the  ladies  trying  to  console  it  by  lov- 
ing little  words  in  a  singing  tone,  and  the  room  was 
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again  filled  with  the  joy  of  eating,  Luisella,  curi- 
ously interested,  possessed  by  an  inward  feeling, 
could  not  keep  her  eyes  off  that  queer,  motionless 
figure.  He  was  a  man  of  between  thirty-five  and 
forty,  with  the  pallid,  cadaverous  face  of  one  who 
has  made  a  long,  disastrous  voyage;  a  rather  curly, 
ill-kept  black  beard  on  his  sickly  red-streaked 
cheeks  hid  all  traces  of  linen  or  necktie;  the  fore- 
head showed  the  same  bloodless  pallor,  and  two 
deep  lines  formed  at  every  movement  of  the  eye- 
brows ;  his  chestnut  hair  was  thrown  back  untidily, 
leaving  the  temples  bare,  it  being  rather  sparse 
there,  and  a  network  of  rather  swollen  blue  veins 
showed  to  an  observing  eye.  When  he  moved  his 
head,  the  muscles  of  his  lean  neck  stood  out  like 
a  dead  fowl's  sinews;  his  loose-hanging  hands  were 
fleshless,  too.  The  man  was  very  poorly  dressed: 
his  pepper-and-salt  trousers  were  too  short,  show- 
ing the  ill-brushed  shoes  tied  by  a  rusty  ribbon;  his 
waistcoat  and  jacket — yes,  really  a  jacket — were  of 
dark  maroon.  The  man's  whole  appearance  was 
sickly,  mysterious,  wretched,  and  mean;  his  dull 
eyes  wandered  here  and  there  without  settling  a 
minute  on  the  same  spot;  even  his  expression  was 
mysterious  and  ignoble. 

"Who  can  the  ragged  fellow  be?"  Luisella  said 
to  herself  with  an  angry,  frightened  feeling. 

All  were  rejoicing  again  round  the  sweet-trays, 
the  choicest  sweets  in  the  Toledo  Street  shorj.  To 
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a  natural  love  of  sweets  was  added  curiosity  to 
taste  new  kinds  they  had  often  admired  in  pretty 
boxes.  Dates  and  pistachio  cream,  to  which  a  glass 
of  malaga  gives  such  a  good  flavor;  while  comfits 
of  roseSj  with  a  dash  of  lemon-peel  to  excite  the 
palate,  suits  marsala  best,  they  found;  all  that  soft, 
attractive,  enchanting  odor  of  vanilla  from  the 
chocolates  and  creams,  the  sharp  flavor  of  mint, 
cooling  and  exciting,  for  it  burns  the  mouth  and 
causes  thirst — all  these  things,  pleasant  to  the  eye 
and  palate,  delicious  in  odor,  gave  a  new  excite- 
ment to  the  party,  to  which  f  reely-poured-out  wine 
added  a  slight  intoxication. 

"Who  can  that  dirty  fellow  be?"  Luisella  was 
still  saying  to  herself,  feeling  hurt  in  her  pride  as 
mistress  of  the  house,  in  her  love  of  tidiness,  by  that 
sickly,  wretched,  dirty  man.  She  got  up  mechani- 
cally to  find  out  from  some  one  about  that  queer, 
ragged  fellow  who  had  got  into  her  house,  leaving 
the  Marchesa,  who  again  spread  out  her  handker- 
chief and  heaped  all  kinds  of  sweets  on  it,  munch- 
ing at  them  slowly;  leaving  the  rich,  unhappy 
Signora  Parascandolo,  who  was  following  little 
Agnesina  about  with  her  eyes  full  of  tears.  Just 
then  Luisella  Fragala  overtook  the  little  retinue 
where  her  baby  was  now  shrilly  crying,  having 
nearly  made  the  round  of  the  room.  Gelsomina 
was  going  to  stop  before  the  queer  individual  as  if 
she  wanted  to  make  him  kiss  the  baby,  but  as  he 
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came  forward  to  do  so  Luisella  broke  in  instinct- 
ively and  sharply,  and,  scornfully  eyeing  the  stran- 
ger, she  said  to  the  nurse,  putting  her  hands  on 
Agnesina's  pillow  to  protect  her: 

"Go  away,  nurse;  baby  is  crying  too  much." 

The  nurse  went  out  at  once,  followed  by  Donna 
Candida,  while  the  mother  looked  at  them  through 
the  door  as  they  went  off  through  the  other  rooms, 
as  if  still  to  protect  her  from  some  unknown  evil. 
As  she  went  back  into  the  room  the  sight  of  the 
carpet  amused  her;  paper  cases  of  candied  fruit, 
gold  and  silver  paper,  were  scattered  over  it;  the 
seats,  tables,  and  brackets  had  little  heaps  of  sweets 
from  the  pillaged  trays;  ladies  had  taken  off  their 
gloves  to  hold  the  bit  of  candy  or  caramel  they 
were  eating;  men  were  leading  from  one  tray  to 
another  children  who  whimpered,  all  covered 
with  sugar  and  chocolate;  others,  having  asked 
leave  of  Cesare  Fragala,  who  granted  it  laughingly, 
gathered  up  the  sweets  in  a  handkerchief,  taking 
care  not  to  crush  them;  while  others,  including 
Cesare  himself,  sent  for  paper  to  make  into  bags 
to  hold  what  was  left  in  the  trays.  All  hands  were 
sticky  and  mouths  shiny.  On  the  tables  were  red 
or  yellow  rings  from  glasses  of  wine  put  down, 
and  a  loud  continuous  clatter  went  on  through  the 
devastation. 

"Cesare!"  called  out  Luisella  to  her  husband. 

"What  do  you  want,   darling?"  he  answered, 
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while  tying  a  three-colored  string  with  the  knaclfi 
of  a  professional. 

"Tell  me  one  thing." 

"Two  if  you  like." 

"Who  is  that  man  there,  near  the  door?" 

"That  one?"  he  said,  peering  as  if  he  did  not  see 
well;  "it  is  Giovanni  Astuti,  the  money-changer." 

"No,  no !    I  know  him — that  other  one." 

"Oh,  it  is  somebody  or  other,"  he  said,  rather 
embarrassed. 

"Who  is  it?"  said  she  severely. 

"A  friend  of  mine." 

"A  friend — that  ragged  fellow  a  friend?" 

"One  can't  always  have  rich  friends,"  was  the 
answer,  with  rather  a  forced  laugh. 

"I  know;  but  that  is  no  reason  for  bringing  a 
dirty  fellow  among  decent  people,  even  if  he  is 
your  friend." 

"How  excitable  you  are,  dear!    Be  charitable." 

"Charity  is  one  thing,  decency  is  another,"  she 
replied  obstinately.  "Don't  you  see  how  untidy 
he  is?" 

"Untidy!"  he  muttered,  with  his  usual  good- 
nature; "he  is  a  philosopher — he  does  not  care 
about  clothes." 

"Well,  I  want  him  to  go  away." 

"How  can  it  be  done?"  he  asked,  confused  and 
mortified  by  his  wife's  persistence. 

"Tell  him  so!" 
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"I'll  first  give  him  a  glass  of  wine;  be  patient, 
then  I  will  make  him  go  away." 

In  fact,  Cesare  went  up  to  the  unknown  to 
offer  him  sweets  and  wine,  speaking  in  a  whisper, 
and  looking  him  in  the  eyes.  He  agreed,  with  a 
smile  on  his  discolored  lips.  He  began  to  eat 
slowly,  with  a  little  grimace,  as  if  he  could  not 
swallow  well.  The  mysterious  person  looked  at 
the  sweets  Cesare  offered  him  with  an  undecided 
air,  before  putting  them  into  his  mouth;  but  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  eat  them  at  last,  still  with 
that  nervous,  pained  look  of  having  a  swollen 
palate.  He  was  standing  with  that  embarrassed 
shame  of  his  own  person  that  is  some  people's  con- 
stant unhappiness;  and  he  broke  an  almond  noisily, 
gulped  over  big  mouthfuls  of  Margherita  paste, 
gazing  vaguely  around,  as  if  he  dared  not  lower 
his  eyes  on  his  legs  and  shoes.  Then  he  slowly 
went  on  eating;  for  Cesare  had  had  a  tray  put  on 
a  table  beside  him,  and  went  on  handing  him 
chocolates,  vanilla  almonds,  mandarins  in  syrup. 
A  tray  of  wine-glasses  was  set  down  also ;  the  queer 
fellow  took  three  glasses,  one  after  the  other,  with- 
out taking  breath  between,  lifting  his  pale,  streaked 
face  and  convalescent's  ragged  beard.  Cesare  Fra- 
gala,  with  a  set,  preoccupied  smile,  looked  in  the 
man's  eyes,  as  if  he  wanted  to  read  his  soul,  all  the 
time  this  feeding  went  on. 

In  the  meanwhile  Luisella,  to  amuse  herself,  to 
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calm  the  impatience  that  had  burst  out  so  sud- 
denly, wandered  about,  chattering  and  laughing 
with  her  relations  and  friends.  Now  came  a  rumor 
that  the  diamond  star  in  her  hair  was  a  gift  from 
the  baby's  godfather,  one  worthy  of  so  rich  a  man. 
In  their  hearts  all  the  merchants'  wives  thought 
Luisella  had  been  very  sly,  under  cover  of  polite- 
ness, to  choose  so  rich  a  godfather;  they  made  up 
their  minds,  with  their  next  babies,  to  do  the  same, 
to  choose  a  godfather  who  knew  his  duty  and 
would  do  it  like  that  dear  Don  Gennaro.  Mali- 
cious little  aphorisms  ran  around:  "Those  who 
think  out  a  thing  well  are  not  sorry  afterward." 
"A  gentleman  is  always  a  gentleman."  "Live  with 
some  one  richer  than  you,  and  get  him  to  pay." 
As  Luisella  Fragala  got  near,  this  was  all 
changed  into  a  chorus  of  admiration  of  the  mag- 
nificent jewel.  She  acknowledged  it,  and  bent  her 
head,  blushing  proudly,  as  the  star  sparkled  in  her 
black  hair.  The  women  gave  that  long,  admiring 
murmur  that  flutters  the  giver  and  receiver — full 
of  gratified  pleasure,  self-satisfied  affection,  while 
their  eyes  languished  or  flashed.  Some,  to  be  still 
more  amiable,  even  if  it  were  superfluous,  asked : 
"Is  it  from  the  godfather?"  "Yes,"  said  Luisella, 
with  a  slight  sigh.  "It  could  not  be  otherwise," 
the  other  whispered,  as  if  she  had  guessed  well. 
Elsewhere  Luisella  had  twice  been  obliged  to  take 
the  pin  out  of  her  hair,  because  ladies  wished  to 
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hold  the  precious  star  in  their  hands.  A  group 
formed,  women's  faces  bent  over,  full  of  curiosity 
and  that  love  of  jewelry  that  is  at  the  bottom  of 
every  woman's  heart,  however  modest  and  obscure 
she  is.  There  were  shrieks  of  admiration;  ques- 
tions and  interjections  arose  at  the  flash  of  the  bril- 
liants. Some  one  got  to  asking  the  price,  even;  but 
Luisella  gave  a  shrug  to  show  her  ignorance,  which 
increased  the  stone's  value;  this  mystery,  this  un- 
known cipher,  acquired  a  breadth  in  the  feminine 
mind  that  imposed  respect.  So  that  at  a  certain 
point  eight  or  ten  ladies  surrounding  Luisella, 
with  a  growing  burst  of  enthusiasm,  called  out, 
"Hurrah  for  the  godfather!" 

Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  pretending  to  hear 
nothing,  ran  up  eagerly,  with  the  easy  good-nature 
of  a  traveled  Neapolitan.  He  modestly  disclaimed 
compliments:  it  was  nothing  at  all — two  insig- 
nificant stones,  bits  of  glass;  the  ladies,  in  lively 
contradiction,  praised  him,  and  overwhelmed  him 
with  civilities,  from  a  deep  womanly  instinct  that 
makes  them  profuse  in  words  and  smiles,  knowing 
something  may  come  of  it.  When  he  said  Donna 
Luisa  Fragala  was  worthy  of  a  starry  crown,  ap- 
plause drowned  his  voice.  In  the  meanwhile  the 
mistress  of  the  house  had  given  side-glances  now 
and  then  toward  the  shabby  fellow  who  was  so 
much  on  her  nerves;  but  he  went  on  calmly  eating 
and  drinking,  with  that  slow  movement  of  the 
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muscles  of  his  neck  that  was  like  a  hen's  claw. 
While  the  horrid  fellow  pillaged  the  sweets,  strew- 
ing the  floor  with  their  little,  fringed  wrappers, 
and  prune-stones  as  well,  he  had  drawn  the  atten- 
tion of  those  who  had  finished  eating  ices.  These 
individuals,  enjoying  the  process  of  digestion,  and 
having  nothing  to  do,  their  eyes  wandered  round, 
and  they  noticed  that  queer  person  Cesare  Fragala 
was  feeding  so  assiduously;  gradually  one  pointed 
him  out  to  the  other:  by  that  glance,  a  poke  with 
the  elbow,  raised  eyebrows,  or  a  smile,  that  makes 
the  most  expressive  of  remarks,  they  pointed  out  to 
each  other  that  silent  devourer,  who  began  when 
they  were  finished,  but  looked  as  if  he  would  never 
finish  until  he  had  demolished  the  last  sweet  and 
drunk  the  last  glass  of  wine.  Some  looked  at  him 
rather  admiringly,  sorry  they  could  not  imitate 
that  continual  guzzling;  some  smiled  indulgently; 
others  had  a  compassionate  look  in  their  eyes  for 
an  unlucky  fellow  that  seemed  never  to  have  eaten 
or  drunk  enough.  Some  phrases,  here  and  there, 
jocular  and  good-natured,  were  repeated  from  one 
to  another:  "What  an  appetite!"  "It  is  St.  Peter's 
Church!"  "Health  and  protection  to  him!"  "I 
would  make  him  a  coat  rather  than  feed  him!" 
"Santa  Lucia  keep  him  his  sight,  because  he  has 
no  need  of  an  appetite!" 

But  they  were  the  usual  rather  coarse  remarks 
about  a  great  eater.    Some  man  in  search  of  amuse- 
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ment  had  come  close  to  Cesare  and  the  silent  goH- 
bler  to  watch  them.  Little  by  little,  all  now  in  the 
drawing-room  had  their  eyes  on  the  great  eater. 
Luisella  blushed  with  shame  to  think  that  every 
one  had  now  noticed  the  wretched  ragged  fellow 
her  husband  had  brought  into  the  house,  whom  she 
had  to  submit  to  having  in  her  room.  Vainly  she 
tried,  by  going  about  talking  and  laughing,  joking, 
and  waving  her  fan,  to  distract  attention:  it  was 
useless. 

The  people  brought  together  in  the  drawing- 
room  had  eaten  and  drunk,  praised  the  baby,  the 
diamond  star,  and  the  giver  of  it ;  now,  not  know- 
ing what  else  to  do,  they  had  fixed  their  attention 
on  that  queer  ragged  fellow,  who  was  certainly  out 
of  place  in  Luisella  Fragala's  drawing-room.  She 
was  a  good  woman,  but  very  proud ;  though  chari- 
table, she  would  never  have  brought  a  pauper  into 
her  room.  It  was  useless  for  her  to  fly  in  a  pas- 
sion, feeling  tears  come  to  her  eyes.  Now  all  had 
noticed  the  beggarly  gobbler,  all  were  looking  at 
him,  even  the  women  and  the  sleepy-headed  girls 
who  looked  as  if  they  never  saw  anything.  The 
same  compassionate,  laughing,  tolerating  smiles 
were  on  the  women's  faces  as  on  the  men's,  except 
that  their  stronger  curiosity  could  not  restrain 
itself.  Signora  Carmela  Naddeo  leaned  forward 
behind  her  fan,  and  asked  Luisella: 

"Who  is  that  starving  fellow,  my  dear?" 
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"Who  knows?"  said  the  other  impatiently. 

"Cesarino  certainly  does;  he  is  handing  him 
glasses  of  wine." 

"Cesare  gathers  these  wretched  people  up  by  the 
cartload,"  said  she,  shaking  with  rage. 

But  suddenly  a  subdued  whispered  word  ran 
from  man  to  man,  woman  to  woman — a  syllable 
breathed  rather  than  pronounced.  Who  first  said 
this  hissing  word?  Who  was  it  that  recognized 
him,  and  softly  breathed  it  in  his  neighbor's  ear? 
Who  had  let  it  out,  the  unknown  secret?  No  one 
knows!  But  in  a  second,  quick  as  a  flash  of  gun- 
powder, all  knew  and  repeated  the  mystic  word 
throughout  the  crimson  room.  It  came  back  on 
itself,  its  letters  making  a  magic  circle  that  went 
round,  and  every  one  with  it.  When  they  all  knew 
who  the  man  was,  they  were  seized  with  stupefac- 
tion; the  lamps  seemed  to  be  suddenly  lowered, 
their  lively  faces  got  pale,  even  the  covers  of  the 
furniture  lost  color;  there  was  a  deep  silence, 
where  the  magic  word  still  lingered  feebly:  "The 
medium — the  medium." 

Luisella  herself,  the  intrepid,  grew  pale;  her 
hands  trembled  as  they  grasped  her  fan.  The 
medium  had  given  up  feeding;  now  he  was  resting 
quietly,  casting  his  vague,  uncertain  glances  about, 
not  knowing  what  to  do  with  his  lean  yellow  hands. 
A  little  blood  had  risen  in  his  pale  cheeks,  under 
the  black  beard ;  but  it  was  in  streaks,  a  sickly  color, 
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the  effect  of  fever.  Still,  ugly,  dirty,  miserable  as 
he  was,  all  attention  was  concentrated  on  him — in- 
quisitive, wheedling,  obsequious  glances  were  di- 
rected on  him,  in  which  was  combined  fantastic 
fear,  especially  on  the  women's  part.  For  even  the 
women,  in  a  nervous  tremor,  said  to  one  another, 
"It  is  the  medium."  A  circle  gradually  sur- 
rounded him,  getting  nearer,  as  if  by  a  strong 
natural  attraction — rather  anxious  faces,  where  one 
could  notice  the  vivid  working  of  Southern  imagi- 
nations, in  this  land  of  dreams  and  fantasies.  Shy 
folk  were  now  joining  the  bolder  ones  who  had 
come  near  at  first,  overcome,  dreaming  of  the  train 
of  ministering  spirits,  good  and  bad,  who  are  ever 
warring  around  the  medium's  soul.  Don  Gennaro 
Parascandolo,  one  of  the  first  to  come  up,  found 
himself  so  hemmed  in  that  he  turned  to  Cesare 
Fragala,  and  said,  smiling  rather  skeptically: 

"Cesarino,  introduce  me  to  this  gentleman." 

Cesare  was  much  embarrassed,  but,  seeing  no 
way  out  of  it,  he  caught  at  this  request,  and  said 
quickly: 

"Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  Pasqualino  de 
Feo,  a  friend  of  mine." 

The  medium  smiled  vaguely  and  held  out  his 
hand,  which  Don  Gennaro  found  icy  cold,  though 
damp  with  perspiration,  one  of  those  repulsive 
hands  that  make  one  shudder.  But  not  a  word  was 
said.  The  women  standing  outside  the  circle,  not 
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daring  to  come  near,  asked  each  other,  troubled 
by  a  deep  longing: 

"What  does  he  say?" 

"He  says  nothing,"  Donna  Carmela  Naddeo  an- 
swered ;  she  was  nearest,  and  never  took  her  eye  off 
him. 

The  women  bit  their  lips,  the  men's  presence 
intimidated  them ;  too  bashful  to  go  near,  they  shiv- 
ered with  impatience  to  hear  the  fateful  words  of 
the  man  living  in  constant  communication  with  the 
world  of  spirits,  who  heard  all  the  hidden  truths 
of  life  from  the  good  spirits,  who  was  told  by  them 
every  week  five,  or  at  least  three,  of  the  lottery 
numbers. 

What  was  he  saying?  Nothing.  For  long  hours 
these  persons  stand  concentrated,  lost,  perhaps,  in 
a  great  interior  conflict,  listening  to  the  high  voices 
that  speak  to  them.  Now  and  then,  torn  from  their 
visions,  they  pronounce  some  fateful  phrase  that 
contains  the  secret,  wrapped  up  in  mysterious 
words,  often  without  form,  that  those  of  strong 
faith  and  hope  can  miraculously  understand.  All, 
men  and  women,  overcome  by  a  great  dream,  sud- 
denly shaken  out  of  daily  realities  into  the  ardent, 
burning  region  of  visions,  forgetting  the  present 
moment,  listened  to  the  medium  as  if  to  a  super- 
human voice. 

Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo  certainly  kept  up  a 
well-informed  traveler's  smile;  he  had  a  large, 

82 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

secure  fortune,  but  in  the  bottom  of  his  heart  the 
old  Parthenope  instinct,  for  big  gains,  illicit,  if  not 
guilty,  costing  no  trouble,  unforeseen,  owed  to 
chance,  combination,  or  getting  the  better  of  Gov- 
ernment, all  came  so  naturally  to  a  man  who  knew 
the  secrets  of  hidden  things.  Certainly  all  these, 
Fragalas,  Antonaccis,  Naddeos,  Durantes,  were 
accustomed  to  sell  stale  sweets,  rough  earthenware, 
moth-eaten  cloth,  and  stinking  cod,  in  dark  shops, 
in  cold  storehouses  in  Via  Tribunali,  Mercanti, 
Petra  del  Pesce,  Marina;  they  were  used  to  all 
the  dulness,  vulgarity,  and  meanness  of  commerce, 
where  year  after  year,  by  putting  one  penny  on 
another,  after  two  or  three  generations,  a  fortune 
came ;  they  all  knew  the  value  of  money,  of  work, 
of  economy,  of  industry:  but  what  did  that  matter? 
To  be  able,  by  means  of  a  mysterious  phrase  that 
only  cost  the  trouble  of  picking  up,  of  interpreting, 
to  gain  big  sums  with  a  small  stake,  get  in  one  day 
the  gains  of  twenty  years'  trade  in  dry  cod,  or  forty 
years'  trade  in  sugar  and  sandy  coffee,  was  so  de- 
lightful a  gift,  so  dazzling  a  vision,  to  the  middle- 
class  mind  I 

Certainly  all  these  clerks  and  tradesmen  looked 
forward  to  a  modest  future.  They  had  lived  on 
nothing;  they  were  living  on  very  little;  they 
wanted  to  have  a  little  more,  only  that:  humble 
in  their  wishes,  even.  But  the  sight  of  the  medium, 
a  shabby  fellow,  yet  so  powerful,  who  spoke  every 

83 


The  Land  of  Cockayne 

night  with  supernal  and  infernal  spirits,  suddenly 
threw  them  into  a  fantastic  world,  where  poor  folk 
get  miraculously  rich,  where  they,  obscure  work- 
ing people,  might  become  gentlemen.  Ah!  Don 
Domenico  Mayer,  the  nephew,  son,  brother,  and 
uncle  of  clerks,  had  faith  only  in  sacred  bureau- 
cracy— a  cold  career  of  silent  suffering.  Still,  but- 
toned up  in  his  overcoat,  he  left  his  family  in  the 
corner  and  joined  the  group  round  Pasqualino  de 
Feo,  the  medium,  and  his  anxious,  severe  expres- 
sion wavered  as  he,  too,  waited  for  the  phrase  that 
was  to  draw  him  away  in  a  day  from  the  sepulchral 
atmosphere  of  the  Finance  Department.  But  the 
women's  imaginations  were  the  most  feverish. 
Certainly  at  least  ten  of  them,  by  birth,  marriage, 
by  their  own  efforts,  or  by  their  relations  or  hus- 
bands, were  rich,  and  their  children's  future  was 
secure.  Ten  at  least  enjoyed  the  middle-class  lux- 
ury of  brocaded  sofas,  jewels,  any  amount  of  linen. 
All  the  others,  by  their  modesty,  good  sense,  and 
economy,  by  their  own  virtues  or  their  parents', 
had  everything  that  was  necessary;  but  they  were 
haunted  by  dreams  that  had  awakened  and  burned 
in  them.  Their  souls  were  filled  with  visions  of 
comfort,  riches,  luxury;  they  flew  through  the 
regions  of  desire  with  womanly  tremblings,  with 
the  force  and  intensity  the  soberest  women  put  into 
these  sudden  follies.  An  overwhelming  wish  to 
know  the  great  secret  seized  them;  pyramids  of 
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gold  and  jewels  flashed  before  their  eyes.  Even 
the  old  Marchioness  of  Castelforte,  so  crooked, 
such  a  ruin  of  a  woman,  a  solitary  remnant,  the 
only  one  of  her  family,  with  no  relations  or  heirs, 
seventy  years  old,  and  nothing  but  the  tomb  in 
front  of  her,  got  up,  carrying  her  velvet  bag,  and 
set  her  coquettish  profile  between  two  men's  shoul- 
ders. Even  Donna  Carmela  Naddeo  strained  her 
ears,  trembling  with  curiosity,  rich  and  lucky  as 
she  was,  whispering  to  herself:  "If  he  tells  me  the 
numbers,  I  will  buy  a  diamond  star  like  LuisellaV 

The  medium  still  kept  silence,  so  that  Don  Gen- 
naro  Parascandolo,  feeling  the  impatience  of  the 
whole  room  behind  him,  risked  a  question: 

"Have  you  enjoyed  the  party,  Don  Pasqualino?" 

He  opened  his  mouth;  at  last  a  low,  feverish 
voice  came  from  the  thin  blue  lips. 

"Yes,"  he  said;  "it  is  a  fine  christening.  The 
baptism  of  Christ  on  the  Jordan  was  fine,  too." 

At  once  there  was  an  agitation  in  the  room,  com- 
menting on  the  phrase,  trying  to  explain  it.  They 
formed  into  circles  and  groups,  the  women  discus- 
sing it  among  themselves,  while  the  number  thirty- 
three,  the  Redeemer's  number,  ran  from  mouth  to 
mouth. 

Placidly,  as  if  he  was  taking  a  note  of  a  bill  of 
exchange,  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo  put  down 
the  remark  in  his  note-book.  Don  Domenico 
Mayer  took  it,  too,  hiding  behind  a  curtain,  with- 
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out  losing  his  bureaucratic  and  misanthropic  grav-< 
ity.  The  old  Marchesa,  who  was  deaf,  went  about 
asking  wildly:  "What  did  he  say?  What  did  he 
say?"  She  ended  by  asking  Luisa  Fragala,  who 
sat  motionless  with  staring  eyes  beside  the  melan- 
choly Signora  Parascandolo.  Luisa  could  only 
say:  "I  don't  know,  Excellency;  I  did  not  hear.'' 
However,  Don  Parascandolo  was  not  satisfied;  he 
went  on: 

"Did  you  enjoy  the  sweets,  Don  Pasqualino?  1 
noticed  you  seemed  to  like  them."  j 

"Yes,"  he  muttered;  "I  eat,  but  I  don't  chew." 

"Have  you  no  teeth?" 

"No,  I  have  not." 

He  cast  his  eyes  around  vaguely,  without  meet- 
ing any  one's  glance,  as  if  he  saw  things  from 
beyond,  and  made  a  sign  with  his  hand,  leaning 
three  fingers  on  his  cheek. 

Again  the  same  murmur  and  agitation;  there 
was  uncertainty,  too.  The  phrase  was  ambiguous, 
very.  What  did  the  motion  with  three  fingers 
mean?  Even  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  while 
taking  a  note,  stopped  to  think.  The  mystery  of 
that  second  phrase,  of  the  gesture,  let  loose  all 
these  already  shuddering  fancies  of  a  supernatural 
world.  Faith,  faith,  that  was  what  was  needed  to 
understand  the  medium's  words!  Every  one,  call- 
ing together  all  the  powers  of  his  soul,  tried  to 
have  a  sublime  burst  of  faith,  to  know  the  truth, 
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how  to  translate  it  into  numbers,  to  exchange  it 
into  lottery  money. 

Late  at  night,  when  the  house  was  emptied  of 
people,  Cesare  Fragala,  with  the  sleepy  servants, 
went  putting  out  the  lights,  shutting  the  doors,  as 
he  prudently  did  every  evening.  When  he  came 
back  to  the  bedroom,  he  found  Luisella  sitting  half 
dressed  in  the  shade. 

Agnesina's  cradle  had  been  taken  into  the  nurse's 
room;  the  couple  were  alone.  Fatigue  seemed  to 
keep  them  silent.  Still,  on  coming  up  to  his  young 
wife,  he  saw  she  was  crying  quietly,  big  tears  roll- 
ing down  her  cheeks. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Luisella?  what  is  it?"  kiss- 
ing her,  trembling  with  emotion  himself. 

"There  is  nothing  the  matter,"  she  said,  still 
weeping  silently  in  the  shadow. 
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CHAPTER   III 

IN  THE  CAVALCANTI   HOUSE 

KNEELING  at  the  dark,  carved  wooden  prayer- 
desk,  her  elbows  resting  on  the  velvet  cushions,  her 
head  slightly  bent,  her  face  hidden  in  her  hands, 
Donna  Bianca  Maria  Cavalcanti  seemed  to  medi- 
tate after  praying. 

As  long  as  twilight  lighted  up  the  little  private 
chapel  the  girl  had  continued  reading  a  chapter 
of  the  "Imitation  of  Christ,"  attentively,  in  her 
usual  thoughtful  attitude.  But  the  shadows  had 
grown  deeper  round  her,  first  faintly  purple,  then 
gray,  enfolding  the  little  altar  and  a  figure  of  Our 
Lady  of  Sorrows,  with  seven  silver  swords  radiat- 
ing from  her  heart,  hiding  a  three-quarter  figure 
of  Jesus  Christ  bound  to  the  column,  the  Ecce 
Homo,  crowned  with  thorns,  and  bleeding  in  the 
face,  hands,  and  side,  blotting  out  Bianca  Maria's 
slender,  neat  figure.  Then  she  quietly  closed  the 
torn  volume,  put  it  on  the  cushion,  and  hid  her  face 
in  her  hands.  Only  the  faint  light  before  Our 
Lady  of  Sorrows  shone  on  the  white,  clasped  hands 
and  the  knot  of  dark  brown  hair  on  her  neck.  She 
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kept  so  motionless  for  some  time  that  the  white 
figure  in  the  shadow  of  the  little  chapel  looked  like 
one  of  those  praying  statues  that  medieval  piety 
placed  on  tombs  to  kneel  in  constant  prayer.  She 
seemed  not  to  feel  the  hours  passing  over  her  nor 
the  faint,  cold  breath  the  autumn  evening  brought 
into  the  chapel.  Gazing  through  her  fingers  at 
the  Virgin's  sad  face,  she  seemed  to  go  on  pray- 
ing and  meditating  as  if  nothing  could  wrest  her 
from  it. 

Still,  as  evening  came  on  the  little  chapel  got 
very  gloomy.  In  the  daytime  it  was  a  poor,  cold 
place,  being  only  a  narrow  inside  room,  badly 
lighted  by  a  window  looking  into  a  narrow  court 
of  the  Rossi,  formerly  the  Cavalcanti  Palace. 
Once  a  wretched  carpet  covered  the  floor,  but  it 
was  so  old  and  dusty  that  Bianca  Maria  had  it 
taken  away.  The  floor  was  bare  now,  of  shiny,  icy 
bricks.  The  little  altar  was  painted  dull  blue,  an 
ecclesiastical  shade,  covered  by  a  rather  fine  bit  of 
linen,  though  yellow  with  age,  as  was  also  the  lace 
round  it.  Everything  was  old  and  shabby — the 
candlesticks,  the  printed  prayers  in  metal  cases,  the 
red-leather-covered  missal,  the  poor  silver  sprays  of 
leaves  placed  as  sacred  ornaments,  and  the  little 
gilt  wooden  door,  behind  which  was  the  Pyx.  By 
day  Our  Lady  of  Sorrows,  in  black  silk,  embroid- 
ered in  gold,  with  a  batiste  nun's  head-dress,  and 
the  seven  swords  in  her  heart,  looked  wretched  and 
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poor,  carrying  a  lace  and  batiste  handkerchief  in 
her  pink  stucco  hands.  The  great  Ecce  Homo, 
too,  life  size,  of  wood  and  stucco,  looked  as  poor  as 
its  surroundings.  In  spite  of  the  carved  wood 
chairs,  with  the  Cavalcanti  crest  on  the  velvet 
cushions,  the  chapel  had  a  look  of  frozen  wretch- 
edness, showing  by  daylight  faded  colors,  tarnished 
metals,  stains  in  the  velvet.  Even  the  two  lamps 
that  burned  night  and  day  before  the  Virgin  and 
the  Saviour  were  only  two  yellow  sputtering 
tongues  of  flame. 

But  at  night— and  this  night,  curiously  enough, 
only  one  lamp  was  burning,  that  before  the  Virgin 
• — the  squalor  disappeared;  only  great  fluttering 
shadows  filled  the  chapel.  One  could  not  see  the 
color  of  the  wood  and  metal ;  only  the  white  altar- 
cloth  was  visible*  There  were  no  sparks  of  bright- 
ness, only  in  the  trembling  light  Mary's  sad  face 
seemed  agonized;  and  as  the  flame,  shaken  by  an 
invisible  breath  of  wind,  bent  to  the  right  or  left, 
Jesus'  hands  and  side  seemed  really  to  bleed. 

Bianca  Maria  was  deep  in  thought,  and,  accus- 
tomed to  the  chapel,  she  felt  neither  the  cold  nor 
the  gloom.  Suddenly  she  trembled,  thinking  she 
heard  a  great  noise  in  the  room.  It  was  then  she 
noticed  the  lamp  before  Christ  was  out.  She 
shivered  with  cold  and  fear.  The  Virgin  seemed 
to  weep  over  her  bleeding  Son's  agony.  Bianca 
Maria  went  guickly  out  of  the  chapel,  taking  her 
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book  with  her,  crossing  herself  hurriedly  as  if 
followed  by  some  evil  spirit. 

In  the  antechamber  an  old  servant  in  the  Caval- 
canti  livery — dull  blue,  piped  with  white — sat 
reading  an  old  newspaper  by  the  light  of  one  of 
those  old  brass  lamps  with  three  spouts  one  still 
sees  in  the  provinces  and  in  very  aristocratic  houses. 
He  rose  as  he  heard  Bianca  Maria's  light  step, 
looking  her  in  the  eyes. 

"Giovanni,"  she  said,  in  her  pure  harmonious 
voice,  "in  the  chapel  the  lamp  before  the  Ecce 
iHomo  has  gone  out." 

The  old  servant  looked  at  her,  and  hesitated  a 
little  before  answering. 

"I  did  not  light  it,"  he  then  muttered,  casting 
down  his  eyes,  and  crushing  up  the  paper  in  his 
lean  hands. 

"Perhaps  you  had  no  oil?"  she  asked,  with  a 
little  tremor  in  her  voice,  turning  her  anxious  face 
toward  him. 

"No,  Excellency,  no,"  the  servant  eagerly  an- 
swered at  once.  "There  is  lots  of  oil  in  the  pantry. 
It  was  by  the  Marchese's  orders  I  did  not  light 
the  lamp." 

"Did  he  give  you  such  an  order?"  she  asked, 
amazed,  arching  her  eyebrows. 

"Yes." 

"For  what  reason?" 

But  she   regretted   the   question   at   once.     It 
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seemed  to  fail  in  the  profound  respect  she  owed 
her  father.  Still,  the  word  had  rushed  out.  She 
would  have  liked  to  go  away  and  not  hear  the  an- 
swer, whatever  it  was;  but  she  feared  to  make 
matters  worse,  and  listened  with  open  eyes,  ready 
to  restrain  her  astonishment  and  fear. 

"The  Marchese  is  in  a  rage  with  Jesus  Christ," 
the  servant  said,  in  that  humble  but  familiar  tone 
in  which  the  common  folk  in  Naples  often  speak 
of  the  Deity.     "Last  Saturday  he  asked  a  great 
favor  of  that  miracle-working  Ecce  Homo,  but  he 
did  not  get  it.    Then  the  Marchese  gave  orders  the 
lamp  was  not  to  be  lighted  again." 
"Did  the  Marchese  tell  you  that?" 
"Yes ;  but  if  you  like,  I  will  go  and  light  it." 
"Obey  the  Marchese,"  she  murmured  coldly,  as 
she  went  on  toward  the  drawing-room. 

As  she  wandered  about  alone  in  the  spacious 
room,  ill-lighted  by  a  petroleum  lamp,  she  searched 
for  her  work-basket  and  could  not  find  it,  though 
she  passed  it  twenty  times  without  seeing  it.  She 
still  bitterly  repented  having  asked  the  servant  that 
question,  since  throughout  the  ever-increasing  fam- 
ily decay  what  most  embittered  her  was  to  be 
obliged  to  judge  her  father  before  servants  or 
strangers.  It  was  in  vain  she  shut  her  eyes  so  as 
not  to  see,  that  she  spent  her  days  in  her  room,  the 
chapel,  and  the  Sacramentiste  convent  where  her 
aunt  was;  in  vain  she  kept  silence,  trying  not  to 
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hear  what  others  said:  Margherita,  who  was  the 
maid,  and  Giovanni's  wife's  remarks,  her  aunt 
the  nun's  uneasy  questions,  and  the  hints  of  some 
old  relations  who  came  to  see  her  now  and  then; 
they  spoke  so  pityingly,  it  brought  tears  to  her 
eyes,  which  she  had  to  lower,  for  she  could  not 
help  judging  her  father  inwardly  as  they  shook 
their  heads,  pitying  her.  What  affected  her  most, 
throughout  the  financial  difficulties  she  vainly  tried 
to  hide  in  that  decent  poverty  that  could  not  be 
kept  secret  much  longer,  were  her  father's  unex- 
pected, vexatious,  often  wild,  eccentricities. 

Now,  quieted  down  a  little,  seated  by  a  square 
baize  card-table,  where  the  single  lamp  was  placed, 
she  worked  at  her  fine  pillow-lace,  moving  the 
bobbins  and  thread  quickly  over  the  pinned-out 
pattern.  Perhaps  she  would  have  liked  better  to 
call  in  Margherita  to  work  with  her  at  mending 
the  house  linen,  which  the  old  woman  blinded  her- 
self at  in  her  little  room.  But  Don  Carlo  Caval- 
canti,  Marchese  di  Formosa,  was  very  proud;  he 
never  would  have  allowed  a  servant  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, nor  permitted  his  daughter  to  stoop  to 
such  humble  work.  Bianca  Maria  would  have 
liked  to  spend  the  evening  in  her  own  room  read- 
ing or  working,  but  her  father  liked  to  find  her  in 
the  drawing-room  when  he  came  in  every  evening. 
He  called  it  the  parlor  pompously,  not  noticing  its 
bareness;  for  the  four  narrow  sofas  of  discolored 
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green  brocade,  the  twelve  slight  hard  chairs  pat 
along  the  wall,  the  couple  of  painted  gray  marble 
brackets,  and  two  card-tables,  with  small  bits  of 
carpet  before  each  sofa  and  chair,  being  lost  in  the 
immensity,  increased  the  deserted  look.  The 
petroleum  lamp,  too,  just  lighted  up  the  table 
Bianca  Maria  was  sitting  at,  and  her  hands,  whiter 
than  the  thread,  as  they  moved  over  the  dark 
pillow-lace.  She  stopped  sometimes,  as  if  an 
engrossing  thought  occupied  her;  the  hands  fell 
down  as  if  tired;  the  young,  thoughtful  face  gave 
a  quiver. 

"Good-evening,"  said  a  strong  voice  at  her 
elbow. 

She  got  up  at  once,  put  down  the  pillow-lace, 
went  up  to  her  father,  and  bent  down  to  kiss  his 
hand.  The  Marchese  di  Formosa  accepted  the 
homage;  then  he  lightly  touched  his  daughter's 
forehead  with  his  hand,  half  tenderly,  half  as  a 
blessing.  She  stood  a  minute  waiting  for  him  to 
sit  before  she  did ;  but  seeing  he  had  begun  to  walk 
up  and  down  through  the  room,  as  he  had  a  habit 
of  doing,  she  looked  at  him  for  permission.  He 
gave  it  with  a  nod,  and  went  on  with  his  walk. 
On  sitting  down,  she  took  up  her  work,  waiting 
to  be  addressed  before  speaking. 

The  Marchese  di  Formosa's  still  springy,  firm 
step  filled  the  empty  room  with  echoes.  He  was 
a  fine-looking  man,  in  spite  of  his  sixty  years  and 
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his  snow-white  hair.  Tall,  graceful,  dried  up 
rather  than  thin,  even  at  that  advanced  age  there 
was  much  nobleness  and  strength  in  his  head  and 
his  whole  person,  but  sudden  flushes  over  his  face 
gave  him  a  violent  look.  The  gray  eyes,  strong 
nose,  the  thick  white  mustache  and  ample  fore- 
head inspired  respect.  It  was  said  that  when  the 
Marchese  di  Formosa  was  young  he  had  made 
more  than  one  woman  sin  at  Ferdinand  IFs  Court. 
He  was  said  to  have  been  a  successful  rival  to  the 
King  himself  with  a  Sicilian  dame,  and  that  in  the 
bloodless  strife  of  gallantry  he  had  got  the  better 
of  the  greatest  gallant  in  the  Bourbon  Ministry, 
the  Don  Juan  of  his  day,  the  celebrated  Minister 
of  Police,  Marquis  del  Carretto.  His  imperious- 
ness  certainly,  which  had  increased  with  age,  gave 
the  Marchese  a  hard  look,  and  rather  a  disagree- 
able expression  sometimes. 

But  his  family's  antiquity,  that  boasted  descent 
from  the  great  Guido  Cavalcanti,  his  high  position 
and  natural  haughtiness  authorized  some  imperi- 
ousness.  Now  the  Marchese  was  growing  old :  his 
sparkling  glance  was  often  dulled,  his  tall  majestic 
figure  stooped  in  spite  of  his  leanness.  Still,  he 
imposed  great  respect.  His  daughter  Bianca 
Maria  gave  a  respectful  shiver  when  she  saw 
him  coming,  and  all  her  own  and  other  people's 
unfavorable  judgments  on  him  went  out  of  her 
mind, 
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"Were  you  at  the  convent  to-day?"  asked  the 
Marchese  on  passing  near  his  daughter. 

"Yes,  father." 

"Is  Maria  degli  Angioli  well?" 

"She  is  quite  well.    She  would  like  to  see  you." 

"I  have  no  time  now;  I  have  important  business 
• — most  important,"  he  said,  with  a  wave  of  his 
hand. 

She  kept  silence,  working  diligently  to  keep  her- 
self from  asking  questions. 

"Did  Maria  degli  Angioli  complain  much  of 
me?"  he  asked,  without  stopping  his  excited  walk. 

"No,"  she  said  timidly;  "she  would  like  to  see 
you,  as  I  said." 

"To  see  me — see  me?  To  recount  her  woes,  and 
hear  all  about  mine?  A  fine  way  of  filling  up  the 
time.  Well,  if  she  liked,  if  she  chose,  our  woes 
would  soon  be  ended." 

Bianca  Maria's  trembling  hand  entangled  the 
thread  round  the  bobbins  and  pins  of  the  pattern. 

"These  holy  women,"  the  Marchese  di  Formosa 
went  on  slowly,  as  if  he  were  speaking  in  a  dream 
— "these  holy  women,  who  are  always  praying, 
have  pure  hearts;  they  are  in  God's  favor  and  the 
saints';  they  enjoy  special  protection;  they  see 
things  we  poor  sinners  can  not.  Sister  Maria 
degli  Angioli  might  save  us  if  she  liked,  but  she 
won't.  She  is  too  saintly,  she  does  not  care  for 
earthly  things.  Now,  our  sufferings  don't  signify, 
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to  her;  she  knows  nothing  about  them.  She  never 
will  tell  me  anything;  never — never." 

Bianca  Maria  looked  up,  let  the  work  fall  from 
her  hands,  and  gazed  at  her  father,  her  eyes  full 
of  wondering  pain. 

"You  have  never  asked  her  for  anything,  have 
you,  Bianca?"  he  said,  stopping  beside  his 
daughter. 

"For  what?"  she  asked,  wondering. 

"Maria  degli  Angioli  loves  you.  She  knows 
you  are  unhappy;  she  would  have  told  you  every- 
thing, to  help  you.  Why  did  you  not  ask  her?" 
he  went  on  in  an  excited  voice,  a  storm  of  rage 
rising  in  it. 

"What  should  I  ask?"  she  repeated,  still  more 
frightened. 

"You  pretend  not  to  understand!"  he  shouted, 
in  a  fury  already.  "These  women  are  all  alike,  a 
flock  of  sheep,  silly  and  egotistical.  What  do  you 
speak  about  by  the  hour  together  in  the  convent 
parlor?  Whose  death  do  you  weep  over?  Think 
of  the  living!  Don't  you  see  the  Cavalcanti  family 
is  going  down  to  misery,  dishonor,  and  death?" 

"May  God  avert  it!"  she  whispered,  crossing 
herself  devoutly. 

"Women  are  selfish  fools!"  he  shouted,  enraged 
at  her  softness,  at  finding  no  resistance ;  "and  I  who 
think  of  nothing  else  from  morning  till  night,  who 
kneel  before  the  holy  images  morning  and  evening, 

97 
(D)— D— VOL.  zx 


The  Land  of  Cockayne 

for  the  preservation  of  the  Cavalcanti!  And  you 
who,  by  asking  your  aunt  the  secrets  of  her  dreams, 
could  save  me  and  the  name  by  a  word — you  pre- 
tend not  to  understand!  Ungrateful  and  treach- 
erous, like  all  women!" 

She  put  down  her  head  and  bit  her  lips,  so  as 
not  to  burst  into  sobs.  Then,  in  a  trembling  voice, 
she  replied: 

"I'll  ask  her  at  some  other  time." 

"Ask  her  to-morrow,"  her  father  retorted  im- 
periously. - 

"I  will  do  it  to-morrow,  then." 

Quickly  his  rage  fell,  suddenly  calmed.  He 
came  up  to  her  and  touched  her  bent  forehead, 
with  his  usual  caress  and  blessing.  Then,  as  if  she 
could  not  help  it,  feeling  her  heart  bursting,  she 
began  to  cry  silently. 

"Don't  cry,  Bianca  Maria,"  he  said  quietly.  "I 
have  great  hopes.  We  have  been  unhappy  so  long, 
Providence  must  have  a  great  joy  in  store  for  us. 
It  is  not  given  to  us  to  know  the  time,  naturally, 
but  it  can't  be  far  off.  If  it  is  not  one  week,  it  will 
be  another.  What  are  hours,  days,  months,  in  com- 
parison to  the  great  fortune  getting  ready  for  us  in 
secret?  We  shall  be  so  rich,  all  this  long  past  of 
privation  and  obscurity  will  seem  a  short  dream 
of  agony,  an  hour  of  darkness  faded  in  the  light 
of  the  sun.  Who  knows  what  instrument  Provi- 
dence will  use?  Perhaps  Maria  degli  Angioli, 
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who  is  a  good  soul.  You  will  ask  her  to-morrow, 
won't  you  ?  Perhaps  some  other  good  spirit  among 
my  friends  who  see — perhaps  myself,  unworthy 
sinner  as  I  am — but  I  feel  Providence  will  save 
us.  But  by  what  means?  If  I  could  only  knowl" 
He  had  started  walking  up  and  down  again,  still 
speaking  to  himself,  as  if  he  were  accustomed  to 
think  aloud.  Only  now  and  then,  in  the  midst  of 
his  excitement,  he  noticed  his  daughter,  and  took 
up  his  obstinate  harping  on  one  idea  with  her 
again :  "Where  else,  Bianca,  can  rescue  come  from? 
Work?  I  am  old;  you  are  a  girl.  The  Caval- 
cantis  have  never  known  how  to  work,  either  in 
youth  or  old  age.  Business?  We  are  people  whose 
only  business  was  to  spend  our  own  money  gener- 
ously. We  shall  have  a  large  fortune,  gained  in 
a  single  day — you  will  see,  we'll  get  it.  I  am  sure 
of  it;  a  thousand  dreams  and  revelations  have  told 
me  so.  You  will  see.  You  will  have  horses  and 
carriages  again,  Bianca  Maria:  a  victoria  for  the 
promenade  on  the  Chiai  shore,  where  you  will 
take  your  place  again;  an  elegant  shut  carriage 
to  go  to  San  Carlo  in  the  evening.  You'll  see.  I 
want  to  buy  you  a  pearl  necklace — eight  strings 
joined  by  a  single  sapphire — and  a  diamond  coro- 
net, as  all  the  women  of  the  Cavalcanti  family 
have  had,  till  your  mother."  He  stopped  as  he 
mentioned  her,  as  if  a  sudden  emotion  seized  him ; 
but  gazing  on  his  dream  of  luxury  and  splendor 
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quickly  distracted  him.  "Open  house  every  day. 
We  will  think  of  the  poor  and  starving — so  many 
want  help ;  we  will  pour  out  alms — so  many  suffer. 
I  have  made  a  vow,  too,  to  give  dowries  to  virtu- 
ous poor  girls.  I  have  made  many  other  vows  in 
order  to  get  this  favor." 

He  stopped  speaking,  as  if  gazing  through  the 
room's  darkness  on  fortune's  splendid  mirage  that 
excited  fancy  brought  before  his  eyes.  His  daugh- 
ter grew  calm  and  thoughtful  again  as  she  listened 
to  him.  Her  father's  voice  in  the  usual  rhapsodies 
of  his  overheated  soul  sounded  in  her  heart  with 
wailing  echoes,  like  a  slow  torment. 

It  is  true  she  did  not  believe  in  the  visions, 
but  her  father's  impetuous,  angry,  tender  phrases 
frightened  her  every  evening.  She  could  not  get 
accustomed  to  these  bursts  of  passion  that  made 
her  peace-loving  soul  start  and  shiver. 
:  "Signor  Marzano,"  Giovanni  announced. 

A  little  bent  old  man  with  a  rough,  pepper- 
and-salt  mustache,  his  eyes  piercing  and  at  the 
same  time  soft,  came  in.  He  was  very  plainly 
dressed.  On  passing  near  Bianca  Maria  he  greeted 
her  gently,  and  silently  asked  permission  to  keep 
his  hat  on.  He  carried  his  Indian  cane.  Falling 
into  step  with  the  Marchese,  the  two  walked  up 
and  down  together,  speaking  in  a  very  low  voice. 
When  they  passed  near  the  light,  one  saw  the  advo- 
cate's eyes  sparkling  with  satisfaction,  and  his 
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rather  military  mustache  moving  as  if  he  were 
making  mental  calculations.  Sometimes  Bianca 
Maria,  who  busied  herself  more  and  more  in 
her  work  so  as  not  to  hear,  involuntarily  caught 
some  cabalistic  lottery  jargon  of  her  father's  or 
Marzano's. 

"The  cadenza  [sequence]  of  seven  must  win." 

"We  might  also  get  the  two  of  ritorno  [repeated 
numbers]." 

"Playing  for  situazione  [a  random  guess]  is  too 
risky." 

"A  bigliettone  [a  ticket  with  one  number]  is 
needed." 

They  went  on  speaking,  quite  absorbed,  their 
eyes  flashing,  lost  in  these  fancies  that  falsely  take 
the  precision  and  fascination  of  mathematics,  when 
Giovanni  again  came  in,  to  announce,  "Dr. 
Trifari." 

A  man  about  thirty  came  in,  strong-limbed  and 
stout,  with  a  big  head,  too  short  a  neck,  a  red  curly 
beard  that  made  his  face  even  redder  than  it  was, 
swollen  lips,  and  blue,  staring,  suspicious  eyes  that 
did  not  inspire  confidence.  He  was  roughly 
dressed:  a  tight  collar  rasped  his  neck,  a  big  sham 
diamond  pin  shone  in  his  black  silk  tie,  and  he 
still  had  a  provincial  air,  in  spite  of  his  University 
degree.  He  hardly  greeted  Bianca  Maria,  put  his 
hat  on  a  side-table,  and  went  to  the  Marchese  di 
Formosa's  other  side.  All  three  marched  up  and 
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down  more  quietly.  Sometimes  Dr.  Trifari  said 
a  word,  or  gesticulated  violently,  speaking  in  a 
whisper  all  the  same,  his  squinting  glance  ques- 
tioning his  audience  and  the  shades  around  as  if 
he  feared  to  be  betrayed. 

The  learned  Marchese  di  Formosa  kept  up  his 
vivacious  look  like  a  headstrong  old  man;  Mar- 
zano  persisted  in  laughing  good-naturedly  with  his 
cunning,  gentle  eyes;  while  Dr.  Trifari  went  about 
cautiously,  as  if  he  always  feared  being  cheated. 
[When  the  two  old  men  raised  their  voices  a  little, 
he  quickly  signed  to  them  repressively,  pointing 
at  the  doors  and  windows;  he  went  so  far  as  to 
point  to  Bianca  Maria.  The  Marchese  waved  his 
hand  tolerantly,  as  if  to  say  she  was  an  innocent 
creature,  when  again  Giovanni  came  in,  to  an- 
nounce, "Professor  Colaneri." 

At  once,  on  seeing  him,  one  guessd  he  was  an 
unfrocked  priest.  A  thick  black  beard  had  grown 
on  his  shaven  cheeks ;  but  the  hair  cut  short  on  the 
forehead,  and  growing  thinly  over  the  tonsure,  kept 
the  ecclesiastical  cut.  The  shape  of  his  hand, 
where  the  crooked  thumb  seemed  joined  to  the  first 
finger ;  the  way  he  settled  his  spectacles  on  his  nose ; 
his  trick  of  putting  two  fingers  in  his  collar  to 
widen  it,  as  if  it  were  the  tight  priest's  collar;  his 
way  of  making  his  glance  fall  from  above — his  fea- 
tures and  movements  altogether  were  so  clerical, 
one  quickly  understood  his  character. 
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Formosa  received  him  rather  coldly,  as  usual; 
the  apostate  gave  his  religious  mind  a  repulsive 
shudder.  Colaneri,  too,  spoke  very  cautiously; 
four  could  not  walk  about  without  speaking  aloud, 
so  they  stood  in  a  dark  window  recess.  It  was  there 
Ninetto  Costa  came  to  join  them,  a  dark,  handsome 
fellow,  showing  the  whitest  of  teeth  in  a  continuous 
smile;  he  was  one  of  the  luckiest  stockbrokers  on 
the  Naples  Exchange. 

Last  of  all,  Giovanni  announced  one  man  in  a 
whisper,  negligently,  "Don  Crescenzio,"  a  type 
between  a  clerk  and  an  agent,  who  slipped  into 
the  room  rather  timidly;  still,  he  was  treated  as  an 
equal.  The  discussion  between  the  six  men  grew 
warm  in  the  window  recess,  but  they  kept  their 
voices  low. 

Bianca  Maria  went  on  working  mechanically. 
She  felt  dreadfully  embarrassed;  she  dared  not  go 
away  without  asking  her  father's  permission,  and 
she  felt  she  was  out  of  place  in  the  room.  This 
mysterious  talk,  in  an  incomprehensible,  mad  jar- 
gon, all  so  excited  and  eager,  rolling  their  eyes 
about  so  sternly;  a  growing  madness  in  their 
glances;  their  faces  pale  and  then  flushed  from 
making  such  violent  gestures,  disturbed  her  at  first, 
and  ended  by  frightening  her.  Her  father  espe- 
cially seemed  lost  in  the  midst  of  all  these  mad- 
men, some  of  them  coldly,  others  wildly,  interested, 
and  all  extremely  obstinate.  She  looked  at  him 
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sometimes  in  despair,  as  if  she  saw  him  drown- 
ing, and  could  not  take  a  step  or  give  a  cry  to 
help  him. 

Just  then  the  six  men  came  slowly  filing  out  of 
the  window  recess,  and  sat  down  round  another 
card-table,  where  there  was  no  light.  They  drew  in 
their  chairs  to  get  closer  together,  put  their  elbows 
on  the  table,  leaning  their  heads  on  their  hands, 
and  all  began  talking  at  once  in  the  half-light, 
whispering  in  each  other's  faces,  breathing  out  the 
words,  looking  each  other  straight  in  the  eyes,  as 
if  they  were  using  magic  and  charms. 

Bianca  Maria  could  endure  it  no  longer.  Mak- 
ing as  little  noise  as  possible,  she  wrapped  up  her 
lace  pillow  in  a  strip  of  black  linen,  got  up  with- 
out moving  her  chair,  so  as  not  to  make  a  sound, 
and  went  out  of  the  big  room  quickly,  as  if  she 
feared  to  be  called  back,  with  a  frightened  feeling 
as  if  some  one  were  following  her.  She  was 
slightly  reassured  only  as  she  got  into  her  own 
room.  It  was  plain  and  clean,  rather  cold-looking, 
a  good,  pious  girl's  room,  full  of  holy  images, 
rosaries,  and  Easter  candles.  Margherita,  the  ser- 
vant, came  to  join  her,  having  heard  her  step. 
With  humble  affection  she  asked  if  she  was  going 
to  bed. 

"No,  no ;  I  am  not  sleepy.  I  will  wait.  I  have 
not  said  good-night  to  my  father." 

"The  Marchese  will  sit  up  till  all  hours,"  the 

104 


The   Land   of  Cockayne 

maid  muttered.  "You  will  get  tired  waiting  here 
all  alone." 

"I  will  read.     I  wish  to  wait." 

The  old  servant  obediently  disappeared. 

Bianca  Maria  took  from  a  little  shelf  a  religious 
novel  of  Pauline  Craven's,  "The  Mystic  Word," 
a  pious,  consolatory  book.  But  her  mind  would 
not  be  soothed  that  evening  by  the  French  author's 
gentle  words.  Sometimes  the  girl  listened  intently 
to  find  out  if  her  father's  friends  were  going  away 
or  if  others  were  coming.  There  was  nothing — 
not  a  sound.  The  great  weekly  mysterious  con- 
spiracy was  going  on,  breathed  out  from  face  to 
face  as  if  it  was  a  frightful  piece  of  witchcraft. 
This  impression  grew  so  on  Bianca  Maria's  mind 
that  now  even  the  silence  frightened  her.  She 
tried  again  two  or  three  times  to  read  the  charming 
book,  but  her  eyes  rested  on  the  printed  lines  with- 
out seeing  them.  The  sense  of  the  words  she 
forced  herself  to  read  escaped  her.  Her  whole 
mind  was  taken  up  listening  to  the  noises  in  the 
drawing-room.  Silence  still,  as  if  not  a  living  soul 
was  there.  She  shut  the  book  and  called  the  ser- 
vant, not  feeling  able  to  bear  that  solitude  full  of 
ghosts. 

Margherita  hastened  in,  and  silently  awaited 
her  young  mistress's  orders. 

"Let  us  say  the  Rosary,"  she  whispered. 

Sometimes,  when  the  hours  seemed  longest  to 
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the  lonely  scion  of  the  Cavalcanti,  when  sleepless- 
ness kept  her  eyes  open,  when  her  fancies  got  too 
lugubrious,  she  loved  to  pray  aloud  with  her  maid 
to  cheat  time,  hours  of  watching,  nervousness. 
She  dreaded  speaking  to  servants — her  natural 
pride  made  her  avoid  it;  but  praying  together 
seemed  to  her  only  a  simple  act  of  Christian 
humility. 

"Let  us  say  the  Rosary,"  she  repeated,  seating 
herself  by  her  white  bed. 

Margherita  sat  near  the  door,  at  a  respectful  dis- 
tance. Bianca  Maria  said  the  first  prayers,  the 
Mystery,  and  half  of  the  Pater  Noster;  Marghe- 
rita said  the  other  part.  The  same  with  the  Ave 
Marias:  the  first  part  Bianca  Maria  said;  Mar- 
gherita took  it  up  and  finished  it.  They  prayed  in 
a  low  tone,  but  one  could  easily  distinguish  the 
voices,  always  taking  up  their  part  of  the  prayer 
in  time.  At  every  ten  Ave  Marias,  or  Stations  of 
the  Rosary,  they  piously  crossed  themselves,  and 
bent  their  heads  low  in  reverence  to  the  Holy 
Ghost  at  every  Gloria  Patri. 

Thus,  between  mystical  absorption  in  prayer, 
the  natural  emotion  these  familiar  but  poetical 
supplications  aroused,  and  the  sound  of  her  own 
voice,  the  girl  forgot  for  a  little  the  great  drama 
developing  round  her  father.  The  whole  Rosary 
was  said  thus,  slowly,  with  the  piety  of  real  be- 
lievers. Before  beginning  the  Litany  to  the  Vir- 
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gin  she  knelt  at  her  chair,  with  her  elbows  on  the 
seat,  and  the  maid  knelt  in  her  corner.  The  girl 
invoked  the  Virgin  in  Latin,  with  all  the  tender 
names  her  devotees  use,  and  the  servant  answered : 
"Ora  pro  nobis"  But  from  the  beginning  of  the 
Litany  a  rising  sound  of  voices  reached  them  from 
the  drawing-room.  This  noise  disturbed  Bianca 
Maria's  prayers.  She  tried  not  to  listen  to  it  by 
raising  her  voice  more;  but  it  was  impossible  now 
to  abstract  herself  from  that  clash  of  voices  getting 
excited  and  angry. 

"What  can  it  be?"  she  said,  stopping  in  her 
intercessions. 

"It  is  nothing,"  said  Margherita.  "They  are 
talking  about  the  lottery. 

"They  seem  to  me  to  be  quarreling,"  Bianca 
Maria  timidly  replied. 

"They  will  make  friends  again  on  Saturday 
evening,"  Margherita  muttered,  with  her  com- 
monplace philosophy. 

"How  so?"  the  girl  asked,  letting  herself  be 
drawn  into  the  discussion. 

"Because  none  of  them  will  Win  anything." 

"Let  us  pray,'*  said  Bianca,  raising  her  eyes 
to  the  ceiling,  as  if  gazing  on  the  starry  firma- 
ment. 

It  was  impossible  now  to  finish  the  Litany.  The 
discussion  in  the  drawing-room  had  got  so  warm, 
they  heard  it  all,  the  voices  coming  near  and  going 
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off,  as  if  the  Cabalists  had  risen  from  the  table 
and  were  walking  up  and  down  again,  with  the 
need  excited  people  have  of  going  backward  and 
forward  and  round  about. 

"Shall  I  shut  the  door?"  asked  Margherita. 

"Shut  it;  we  are  praying,"  Bianca  Maria  said 
resignedly. 

The  voices  did  not  come  in  so  distinctly.  They 
could  follow  the  Litany  to  the  end  without  inter- 
ruption. But  the  girl's  mind  was  no  longer  in  the 
words  she  was  saying.  She  was  quite  distracted, 
and  hurried  through  the  finishing  Salve  Regina 
as  if  time  pressed. 

"The  Madonna  bless  your  ladyship!"  said  Mar- 
gherita, getting  up  after  crossing  herself. 

"Thank  you,"  the  young  girl  answered  simply, 
sitting  down  again  beside  her  bed,  where  she  spent 
so  many  hours  of  the  day  thinking  and  reading. 

Margherita  had  left  the  door  open  as  she  went 
away.  Now  the  voices  burst  out  angrily.  The 
enraged  Cabalists  argued  furiously  with  each 
other,  each  one  boasting  loudly  of  his  own  way 
of  getting  lottery  numbers,  his  own  researches,  his 
own  visions,  each'  one  trying  to  take  the  word 
from  the  other,  interrupting,  screaming  louder, 
being  interrupted  in  turn. 

"You  don't  believe  in  Cifariello  the  cobbler's 
talent?"  Marzano  the  lawyer  shouted  with  the 
white  fury  of  very  gentle,  good-natured  people. 
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"Perhaps  because  he  is  a  cobbler,  and  perhaps  be- 
cause he  writes  out  his  problems  with  charcoal  on 
a  dirty  bit  of  white  paper!  Here  it  is,  here  it  is! 
Twenty-seven  has  come  out  second  instead  of 
fourth,  but  it  came  out!  Here  is  eighty- four,  that 
turned  round  and  became  forty-eight,  but  it  did 
come  out!  Here  is  the  double,  made  up  of  four- 
teen and  seventy-nine,  I  was  so  unlucky  as  to  give 
up  playing;  it  came  out  three  weeks  after  I  gave 
it  up.  These  are  facts,  gentlemen — facts,  not 
words!" 

"They  are  the  sixty  lire  a  month  you  give  him  to 
leave  off  cobbling  and  work  out  numbers  for  you!" 
Dr.  Trifari  interrupted  sharply. 

"Cifariello  is  ignorant,  but  sincere;  he  gave  me 
fourteen  and  seventy-nine,  and  I  did  not  go  on 
with  it." 

"Father  Illuminate  gave  me  fourteen  and  sev- 
enty-nine, too,"  Dr.  Trifari  retorted,  "but  it  was 
the  right  week." 

"And  you  won  without  letting  your  friends 
know?"  the  Marchese  di  Formosa  asked  excitedly. 

"I  won  nothing.  I  divided  it  into  two  different 
tickets.  I  did  not  understand  what  a  fortune 
Father  Illuminate  was  giving  me.  He  is  the  only 
one  that  knows  numbers.  He  holds  our  fortunes, 
our  future,  in  his  hands.  It  is  a  queer  thing.  When 
I  felt  his  pulse  to  see  if  he  had  a  fever,  I  trembled 
all  over." 
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"Father  Illuminate  is  an  egotist!"  Professor 
Colaneri  hissed  out  in  a  sarcastic,  biting  voice. 

"You  say  that  because  he  turned  you  out  of  his 
house  one  day.  You  tried  to  get  the  numbers  out 
of  him  by  force.  He  won't  give  them  to  priests 
who  have  thrown  off  the  habit.  Father  Illuminate 
is  a  believer." 

"I  see  the  numbers  myself!"  Colaneri  called  out 
shrilly.  "It  is  enough  for  me  to  take  no  supper 
the  night  before,  when  I  go  to  bed,  and  to  medi- 
tate an  hour  or  two  before  sleeping:  then  I  see 
them,  you  know." 

"But  they  don't  come  out  right!"  shouted  the 
Marchese  di  Formosa. 

"They  don't  come  out  right  because  my  mind 
is  clouded  by  human  interests ;  because  I  can't  free 
myself  from  a  longing  to  win;  because  one  must 
have  a  pure  soul,  lay  aside  disturbing  passions, 
raise  one's  self  into  the  region  of  faith,  to  see 
clearly.  I  see  them,  but  often,  almost  always,  a 
malignant  spirit  darkens  my  sight." 

"Look  here,"  said  Ninetto  Costa,  the  smart,  rich 
stockbroker,  loudly.  "I  have  done  more.  I  knew 
that  a  young  woman,  a  milliner,  that  lives  in  Bag- 
livo  Uries  Lane,  had  the  name  of  giving  good 
numbers.  She  can't  play  them,  as  you  know;  they 
can't  do  so  without  losing  the  power.  But  she 
gives  them.  I  made  up  to  her,  pretended  to  fall 
madly  in  love  with  her,  gave  her  presents.  I  see 
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her  morning  and  evening.  I  have  even  got  to 
promising  her  marriage." 

"Has  she  given  you  any?"  the  Marchese  di  For- 
mosa asked  anxiously. 

"Nothing  yet.  She  changes  the  subject,  when  I 
mention  it,  timidly;  but  she  will  give  them — she 
will." 

How  Bianca  Maria  wished  that  the  Rosary  she 
had  recited  so  absent-mindedly  was  still  going  on, 
so  as  not  to  hear  this  mad  talk,  that  she  caught 
every  word  of!  It  made  her  brain  reel,  as  if  her 
soul  was  drawn  into  a  whirlpool.  How  she  would 
have  liked  not  to  hear  the  ravings  of  their  disturbed 
brains  so  set  on  one  idea!  Now  the  Marchese  di 
Formosa  was  speaking  loudly: 

"The  cobbler's  simple  science,  Father  Illumi- 
nato's  saintliness,  our  friend  Colaneri's  dazzling 
visions,  are  all  very  well;  but  what  is  the  result? 
What  comes  of  it?  We  who  play  our  collar-bones 
every  week,  drawing  money  from  stones,  all  of  us, 
winning  in  a  hundred  years  or  so  a  wretched 
little  double,  or,  worse  still,  one  single  number. 
Stronger  hands  are  needed!  a  higher  strength  is 
needed!  We  need  miracles,  gentlemen.  We  must 
induce  my  sister,  the  nun,  to  give  lottery  numbers. 
My  daughter  must  get  her  to  do  it.  We  need  my 
daughter  herself,  an  angel  of  virtue,  kindness,  and 
purity,  to  pray  to  the  Supreme  Being  for  numbers!" 

A  deep  silence  followed  these  last  words.  The 
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entrance-door  bell  rang.  Bianca  Maria,  shaking 
all  over,  dragged  herself  to  her  door-curtain  and 
saw  a  wretchedly  dressed  man  pass,  mean-looking, 
with  pale,  red-streaked  cheeks,  the  beard  like  a 
hospital  convalescent's.  It  was  a  painful,  alarming 
vision.  In  spite  of  the  extraordinary  man  going 
into  the  room,  the  silence  was  unbroken,  as  if  the 
unknown  had  brought  in  a  mysterious  tranquillity. 
Bianca  Maria  strained  her  ear  anxiously,  lean- 
ing on  the  door-post.  Perhaps  the  Cabalists  had 
gone  back  to  their  little  table,  taking  the  new  ar- 
rival with  them.  The  silence  lasted  a  long  time. 
Motionless,  almost  rigid,  she  clutched  at  the  door- 
posts, not  to  fall;  what  she  had  heard  was  so  sad 
and  cruel  it  broke  her  heart.  She  was  seized  with 
humiliation  and  anguish,  as  if  she  could  feel  noth- 
ing but  this  sorrow.  She  suffered  every  way  in 
her  natural  pride  and  outraged  maidenly  reserve, 
and  from  her  father  throwing  her  name  about  in 
a  mad  dispute.  She  felt  ashamed  for  him  and  for 
herself,  as  if  he  had  boxed  her  ears  in  public.  Her 
anguish  nearly  suffocated  her;  it  rose  to  her  brain, 
and  seemed  to  burn  her  in  its  hot  embrace.  How 
long  she  stood,  how  long  the  silence  went  on  in  the 
drawing-room,  she  could  not  tell;  only,  through 
her  distress,  she  heard  her  father's  friends  pass 
behind  her  curtain  and  go  out  cautiously,  like  so 
many  conspirators.  Then,  mechanically,  she  left 
her  room  to  look  for  him.  But  the  drawing-room 
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was  dark,  so  was  the  study,  where  the  Marchese 
di  Formosa  sometimes  consulted  an  old  book  of 
necromancy.  Bianca  Maria  searched  anxiously 
for  her  father.  In  the  end  a  light  guided  her. 
The  Marchese  di  Formosa  had  gone  into  the  little 
chapel,  rilled  up  the  lamp  before  the  Virgin,  and 
lighted  the  lamp  before  the  Ecce  Homo,  put  out 
by  his  orders,  also  the  two  wax  candles  in  the  can- 
delabra, and  set  them  before  Jesus  Christ.  Not  sat- 
isfied with  that,  he  had  carried  the  big  lamp  into 
the  little  chapel.  In  that  illumination  he  had 
thrown  himself  down  despairingly  before  Christ, 
trembling,  shaking,  sobbing.  Praying  aloud,  he 
said  to  the  Redeemer: 

"O  Lamb  of  God,  forgive  me!  I  am  ungrateful 
and  ignorant,  a  miserable  sinner.  Forgive  me, 
forgive!  Do  not  make  me  suffer  for  my  sins.  Do 
me  this  grace  for  the  sake  of  my  languishing,  dying 
daughter.  I  am  unworthy,  but  bless  me  for  her 
sake.  O  sorrowful  Virgin,  who  hast  suffered  so 
much,  understand  and  help  me!  Send  a  vision  to 
Sister  Maria  degli  Angioli.  O  blessed  spirit,  Bea- 
trice Cavalcanti,  my  saintly  wife,  if  I  caused  you 
sorrow,  forgive  me!  Forgive  me  if  I  shortened 
your  life!  Do  it  for  your  daughter's  sake:  save 
your  family.  Appear  to  your  daughter — she  is  in- 
nocent and  good;  tell  her  the  words  to  save  us, 
blessed  spirit!  blessed  spirit!" 

The  girl,  who  heard  it  all,  was  so  frightened  she 
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fled  with'  her  eyes  shut,  holding  her  head.  When 
she  got  to  her  room,  she  thought  she  heard  a  deep, 
sad  sigh  behind  her,  and  felt  a  light  hand  on  her 
shoulder.  Mad  with  terror,  she  could  not  cry 
out;  she  fell  her  whole  length  on  the  floor,  and 
lay  as  if  she  were  dead. 
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CHAPTER   IV 

DOCTOR    AMATI 

NOT  once  for  a  month  past  had  Dr.  Antonio 
Amati  seen  that  thoughtful,  delicate  girl's  face  be- 
tween the  yellowish  old  curtains  in  the  balcony 
opposite  his  study  window,  which  looked  into  the 
big  court  of  Rossi  Palace,  formerly  Cavalcanti. 
Two  years  had  passed  from  the  day  that  one  of  the 
youngest,  though  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of 
Neapolitan  doctors  had  come  to  take  up  his  abode 
there  alone,  with  one  man-servant  and  a  house- 
keeper, but  bringing  a  crowd  of  old  and  new  pa- 
tients after  him,  filling  the  spacious,  but  rather 
dark,  stairs  with  a  going  and  coming  of  busy,  pre- 
occupied people.  From  the  very  first  day  he  had 
noticed  opposite  his  study  window  in  passing  that 
pure  oval,  the  faintly  pink,  delicate  complexion, 
those  proud,  soft  eyes,  that  touched  the  heart  from 
their  gentleness.  He  saw  all  that  at  once,  in  spite 
of  the  windows  opposite  being  dull  from  old  age 
and  her  appearing  for  a  short  time  only.  He  was 
a  quick  observer;  in  fact,  a  great  part  of  his  medi- 
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cal  skill  was  owing  to  his  quick  glance,  his  lively, 
true,  deep  intuition. 

"A  heart  with  no  sun,"  he  said  to  himself,  turn- 
ing round  to  put  his  heavy  scientific  volumes  into 
his  carved  oak  shelves.  Nor  was  he  surprised  when 
the  Rossi  Palace  doorkeeper,  humbly  consulting 
him  under  the  portico,  as  he  got  into  his  carriage 
for  his  round  of  afternoon  visits,  about  a  feverish 
illness  that  had  inflamed  her  spleen,  told  him, 
among  a  flood  of  other  gossip,  that  that  angel  op- 
posite his  balcony  was  Lady  Bianca  Maria  Caval- 
canti,  a  lady  of  high  birth,  but  reduced  in  circum- 
stances, poor  girl,  not  by  her  own  fault.  "But  per- 
haps she  will  become  a  nun,"  the  woman  ended  up. 
"A  heart  with  no  sun,"  Dr.  Antonio  Amati  thought 
again  as  he  went  away,  after  prescribing  for  the 
sickly,  talkative  doorkeeper. 

But  he  had  no  time  to  remark  or  think  of  aris- 
tocratic ladies  come  down  by  bad  luck,  or  their 
parents'  sins,  to  obscurity  and  wretchedness;  he 
could  not  let  his  fancy  linger  long  on  that  melan- 
choly life  alongside  of  his,  but  so  different  from  it. 
He  was  a  silent,  energetic  man  of  action;  a 
Southerner  not  fond  of  words,  who  put  into  his 
daily  work  all  the  strength  other  Southerners  put 
into  dreams,  talk,  and  long  speeches,  accustoming 
himself  to  this  self-restraint,  calling  up  every  day 
the  violence  of  his  fiery  temper  to  conquer  it  by 
strength  of  will,  and  make  use  of  it  for  scientific 
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practical  work,  keeping  always  in  touch  with  lite, 
books,  and  suffering  humanity,  which  at  thirty- 
five  had  made  him  famous.  He  was  proud  of  his 
great  reputation,  but  not  conceited,  though  lucky 
fortune  had  not  made  him  mean  or  lowered  him. 
No,  he  could  not  dream  about  Bianca  Maria's  lily 
face;  too  many  around  him  were  ill  of  typhus, 
smallpox,  consumption,  and  a  hundred  other 
severe,  almost  incurable,  illnesses  that  required  his 
daily  help  and  energies.  Too  many  people  called 
to  him,  implored  him,  stretched  out  their  hands 
for  help,  besieging  his  waiting-room  and  the  hos- 
pital door,  watching  for  him  at  the  University  and 
other  sick  people's  doors  patiently  and  submis- 
sively, as  if  waiting  for  a  savior.  Too  many 
were  suffering,  sick  and  dying,  for  him  to  dream 
about  that  slight  apparition,  and  admire  the  pale, 
thoughtful  face  bending  under  the  weight  of  black 
tresses. 

Still,  through  that  life  of  useful  work  for  him- 
self and  others,  through  the  seeming  hardness, 
hurry,  even  scientific  brutality  of  his  constant  activ- 
ity, which  was  made  up  for  by  his  noble  daily 
sacrifices,  that  silently  attractive  figure  pleased  Dr. 
Antonio  Amati's  fancy.  Gradually  it  took  its 
place  each  morning  among  the  things  he  admired 
and  liked  to  find  in  their  places  every  day:  his 
books,  old  leather  note-books,  some  mementos  of 
childhood  and  youth,  a  wax  model  of  his  dead 
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sister's  little  Hand,  an  old  photograph  of  his 
mother,  who  lived  in  Campobasso  province,  a  local 
accent  he  had  not  lost,  in  spite  of  living  eighteen 
years  in  Naples  and  his  travels  in  France  and 
Germany. 

Bianca  Maria  Came  into  this  harmonious  at- 
mosphere, that  gently  satisfied  this  strong  man's 
eyes  and  heart.  Antonio  Amati  did  not  try  to 
see  her  oftener,  nor  to  know  and  speak  to  her;  it 
was  enough  to  see  her  in  the  early  morning,  be- 
hind her  balcony  windows,  look  down  vaguely 
into  the  dull,  damp  court,  then  disappear  as  slowly! 
as  she  came— a  quiet,  solitary  figure,  not  sorrow- 
ful, but  not  smiling.  Between  one  patient  going 
and  another  coming,  Dn  Amati  got  up  from  his 
desk,  and  went  as  far  as  the  balcony;  in  one  on 
other  of  these  little  walks,  that  seemed  to  serve  him 
as  a  pause,  a  rest,  a  distraction  between  one  bit  of 
work  finished  and  another  begun,  he  caught  sight 
of  Bianca  Maria's  pale,  thoughtful  face;  and  for 
two  years  that  satisfied  him.  It  is  true  that  some- 
times in  these  two  years  he  had  met  her  on  the 
stairs,  or  in  the  Rossi  Palace's  dark  entrance,  with' 
her  father  or  Margherita;  he  took  off  his  hat,  and 
she  acknowledged  his  bow  unsmilingly.  She,  too, 
knew  him  well,  seeing  him  every  day;  but  she 
looked  him  in  the  face  frankly,  with  none  of  that 
extreme  reserve,  half  smile,  half  sham  indiffer- 
ence, or  any  of  the  little  coquetries  of  commonplace 
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girls.  Frankly  and  innocently  she  looked  at  him 
a  minute,  returned  his  bow,  and  then  her  proud, 
gentle  eyes  took  their  vague,  thoughtful  expres- 
sion again. 

They  did  not  make  daily  appointments  to  see 
each  other — he  was  too  serious,  too  engrossed  in 
duty  to  do  so,  and  she  was  a  simple  creature,  living 
too  solitary  an  inward  life  to  think  of  it — only  they 
saw  each  other  every  day,  and  got  accustomed  to  it. 

"But  perhaps  she  is  to  be  a  nun,"  the  door- 
keeper repeated  sometimes.  She  had  got  over  her 
illness,  and  employed  herself  over  other  people's 
ailments,  moral  and  physical. 

But  the  doctor  walked  on  without  replying, 
thinking  of  the  sad  chorus  of  lamentations  that 
went  on  around  him,  from  rich  and  poor,  for  real, 
present,  imminent  sorrows,  almost  hopeless  to  cure, 
but  worthy  of  his  courage  and  talent  to  attempt. 
Still,  in  that  damp,  southeast  wind  this  autumn 
morning,  while  bad  coughs,  heart  complaints, 
fevers  came  by  turns  dolefully  in  his  list  of  cases, 
this  sickly  atmosphere  of  bad  weather  in  Naples 
making  them  worse,  he  had,  as  usual,  filled  up  his 
leisure  by  going  to  the  balcony;  and  not  seeing 
Bianca  Maria,  he  felt  annoyance  of  a  latent,  in- 
definite kind,  which  every  new  country  or  subur- 
ban patient  made  him  forget;  but  it  came  back 
when  the  patient  left.  The  forenoon  passed  in  the 
gloom  of  the  great  writing-table,  covered  with  ma- 
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roon;  of  these  colorless,  anxious  faces  held  up  to 
him;  these  weak,  complaining  voices;  lean  breasts, 
or  flabby  with  unhealthy  fat,  that  were  bared  for 
him  to  find  traces  of  consumption  or  atrophy,  with 
wheezing,  funereal  coughs.  Never  had  he  felt  the 
disagreeableness  of  his  profession  so  much  as  that 
day.  Bianca  Maria  did  not  appear. 

"She  is  ill,"  he  thought  momentarily.  Having 
thought  of  this,  he  felt  as  sure  as  if  some  one  had 
told  him  or  if  he  had  seen  her  ill  himself.  She 
was  sick.  He  at  once  thought  of  helping  her,  with 
that  instinct  to  save  life  all  great  doctors  have.  He 
thought  it  over  a  minute;  but  his  mind  came  back 
to  the  realities  of  life  at  once.  It  was  folly  to  be 
taken  up  about  a  person  he  did  not  know,  and  who 
probably  did  not  care  to  have  him.  If  they  needed 
his  skill,  they  would  have  called  him.  For  all  that, 
he  was  sure  Bianca  Maria  was  ill. 

But  another  patient  came  into  the  room.  There 
were  two,  rather — a  youth  and  a  girl  of  the  lower 
class.  He  recognized  the  girl  at  once  from  her 
hollow,  worn  face  and  sad,  black-encircled  eyes, 
the  lock  of  untidy  hair.  He  had  cured  her  of 
typhoid  at  San  RafTaele  hospital,  when  the  epi- 
demic was  raging  in  Naples. 

"Is  it  you,  Carmela?" 

"Good-day  to  you,  sir,"  said  the  girl,  rushing 
forward  to  kiss  the  doctor's  hand,  which  he  quickly 
drew  back. 

120 


The  Land   of  Cockayne 

"Are  you  ill?"  he  asked. 

"As  if  I  was  ill,"  she  said,  smiling,  in  a  faint, 
melancholy  way,  while  the  doctor  was  trying  to 
recognize  the  young  fellow's  face.  "I  am  going  to 
have  a  misfortune  that  is  worse  than  an  illness, 
sir."  She  turned  to  her  companion  as  she  spoke, 
and  called  out:  "Raffaelel"  Then  Amati  saw  the 
young  fellow  in  all  the  sporting  style  of  bell-trou- 
sers, small  folded  cap,  silver  chain  with  a  bit  of 
coral,  shiny  squeaking  shoes,  and  the  half-scamp- 
ish, impudent  look  of  a  lad  of  twenty  who  has 
given  up  the  knife,  the  traditional  curved  dagger 
of  his  ancestors  in  the  Camorra,  for  the  modern 
revolver.  "This  is  my  lover,  sir,"  she  said,  humbly 
and  proudly,  while  Raffaele  looked  straight  be- 
fore him,  as  if  it  was  not  his  business.  She  gave 
the  youth  so  intense  a  look,  so  full  of  tenderness 
and  passion,  that  the  doctor  had  to  restrain  an  im- 
patient shrug. 

"Is  he  ill?"    he  asked. 

"No,  sir;  he  is  very  well,  thank  God!  But  he 
has — that  is  to  say,  we  have — another  misfortune 
coming  on  us;  or,  indeed,  it  is  my  misfortune,  as 
I  must  lose  him.  They  want  to  take  him  for  the 
military  levy,"  said  she,  in  a  trembling  voice,  her 
eyes  filling  with  tears. 

"That  is  natural  enough,"  answered  the  doctor, 
smiling. 

"How  can  you  say  so,  sir?  It  is  infamous  of  the 
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Government  to  take  a  fine  lad  that  ought  to  marry. 
If  you  won't  help  me,  sir,  what  will  I  do?" 

"And  what  can  I  do?" 

Raffaele,  in  the  meanwhile,  stood  with  one 
hand  at  his  side,  hanging  his  hat  between  two  fin- 
gers; sometimes  he  looked  Carmela  up  and  down 
absent-mindedly  and  haughtily,  as  if  it  was  out  of 
mere  good  nature  he  allowed  her  to  look  after  his 
affairs;  then  he  cast  an  oblique  but  dignified 
glance  on  the  doctor. 

"You  are  so  kind,  sir,"  Carmela  murmured.  "I 
want  you  to  give  Raffaele  a  medicine  to  make  him 
ill,  and  get  him  scratched  off  the  list." 

"It  is  impossible,  my  dear  girl." 

"Why  so,  sir?" 

"Because  there  are  no  such  miraculous  medi- 


cines." 


"Oh,  sir,  you  mean  you  don't  wish  to  do  me  this 
Kindness.  Think  if  they  take  him  for  three  years! 
Three  years!  What  could  I  do  without  him  for 
three  years?  And,  then,  he  won't  go,  sir!  If  you 
knew  what  he  says— 

"I  told  her,"  Raffaele  interrupted  emphatically, 
pulling  down  his  waistcoat,  a  common  trick  of  the 
low-class  dandy,  "that  if  they  take  me  by  force, 
we  will  hold  a  little  shooting;  some  one  will  be 
wounded,  they  take  me  to  prison,  and  what  hap- 
pens? A  year's  imprisonment  at  most.  I  must  go 
to  San  Francisco  some  day,  at  any  rate." 
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"Don't  speak  that  way — don't  say  that  I"  she 
called  out  in  admiring  terror.  "Beg  the  professor 
to  give  you  the  medicine." 

"Are  you  to  be  married  soon?"  asked  the  doctor, 
who  no  longer  wondered  at  anything,  from  know- 
ing the  people  so  well. 

"Very  soon,"  Carmela  answered  by  herself, 
while  Raffaele  looked  straight  before  him. 

"When  are  you  to  be?" 

"When  we  win  the  lottery  prize,"  she  retorted, 
^quietly  and  with  certainty. 

"Then,  not  for  some  time  yet,"  the  doctor  re- 
plied, laughing. 

"No,  no,  sir;  Don  Pasqualino  de  Feo,  the  me- 
dium, has  promised  me  a  safe  number.  We  shall 
be  married  very  soon.  But  you  must  get  Raffaele 
off." 

"There  is  no  need  of  my  services.  Raffaele  will 
be  rejected,  because  he  has  a  narrow  chest,"  con- 
cluded the  doctor,  after  looking  carefully  at  the 
dandy. 

"Do  you  say  so,  really?" 

"Really  it  is  so." 

"God  bless  you,  sir  I  if  I  had  to  have  this  sor- 
row too,  I  would  die.  So  many  sorrows — so 
many,"  she  said  in  a  low  tone,  pulling  up  her 
shabby  shawl  on  her  shoulders;  "I  am  the  mother 
of  sorrows,"  she  added,  with  a  sad  smile. 

"Good-day,  sir/'  said  Raffaele.  "When  you 
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come  to  Mercato  or  Pendino  district,  ask  for  Raf- 
faele — I  am  called  Farfariello — and  let  me  serve 
you  in  any  way  I  can." 

"Thank  you — thank  you,"  replied  the  doctor, 
sending  them  off. 

The  two  again  repeated  their  farewells  on  their 
way  out — she  with  a  smile  on  her  suffering  face, 
he  with  the  look  of  a  man  that  despises  women. 
Other  patients  came  in  requiring  his  medical  skill 
up  to  twelve  o'clock,  when  the  time  for  receiving 
visits  was  over.  Bianca  Maria  had  not  appeared. 
She  was  ill,  therefore. 

He  took  breakfast  very  hurriedly,  and  ordered 
the  coachman  to  bring  round  the  carriage  to  go  to 
the  hospital  at  one  o'clock.  The  day  was  getting 
more  and  more  unpleasant,  from  the  sirocco's 
— that  southeast  wind's — damp,  ill-smelling  breath. 
He  went  out  quickly,  as  he  was  rather  late,  and 
on  the  stairs,  half  in  shadow,  he  met  Bianca  Maria 
going  down  also,  with  Margherita,  her  maid. 

"Then,  she  is  not  ill,"  thought  the  doctor. 

But  with  the  sharp  eyes  of  an  observing  man, 
who  finds  out  the  truth  from  the  slightest  symp- 
toms, he  saw  the  girl  was  walking  undecidedly; 
her  face,  as  she  looked  up  to  bow,  was  intensely 
pale,  so  that  again  his  medical  instinct  was  to  help 
her.  He  was  just  going  to  speak,  to  ask  her 
bruskly  where  the  pain  was,  but  her  proud,  gentle 
eyes  were  cast  down  again  absent-mindedly ;  her 
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mouth  had  that  severe  silent  look  that  imposes 
silence  on  others.  She  disappeared  without  his 
saying  anything.  Dr.  Amati  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders as  he  got  into  the  carriage,  and  buried  himself 
in  a  medical  journal,  as  he  did  every  day,  to  fill  up 
even  the  short  drive  usefully.  The  carriage  rolled 
along  silently  over  the  thin  layer  of  mud;  the 
damp  obscured  the  windows,  and  the  doctor  felt 
the  sirocco  in  himself  and  in  the  air.  Even  the 
hospital  could  not  soothe  the  doctor's  discomfort, 
though  to  take  his  thoughts  off  it  he  went  deeper 
into  practical  medical  work  and  scientific  explana- 
tions to  the  pupils  than  usual.  He  went  back- 
ward and  forward  from  one  bed  to  another,  fol- 
lowed by  a  crowd  of  youths,  taller  than  any  of 
them,  with  his  obstinate  narrow  forehead,  marked 
by  two  perpendicular  lines,  from  a  constant  frown, 
showing  a  strong  will  and  absorption  in  his  work; 
his  thick  brush  of  black  hair  was  roughly  set  on 
his  forehead,  with  some  white  tufts  showing  al- 
ready. So  great  was  his  activity  of  thought,  words, 
and  action,  one  expected  to  see  the  smoke  of  a 
volcano  coming  out.  His  orders  to  the  assistants 
and  his  class,  even  to  the  nuns,  were  given  harshly; 
they  all  obeyed  quickly  and  silently,  feeling  re- 
spect for  the  iron  will,  in  spite  of  his  rough  com- 
mands, mingled  with  admiration  for  the  man  who 
was  looked  on  as  a  savior.  Even  the  room  he  had 
charge  of  looked  more  melancholy  and  wretched 
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that  day  than  ever;  the  dulness  of  the  air  saddened 
the  invalids,  the  heavy,  evil-smelling  dampness 
made  them  feel  their  pains  more.  A  whispered 
lament,  like  a  long,  labored  breath,  was  heard 
from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other,  and  the 
sick  folks7  pale  faces  got  yellow  in  that  ghastly 
light;  their  emaciated  hands  on  the  coverlets 
looked  like  wax. 

In  spite  of  trying  to  stun  himself  with  work  and 
words,  Dr.  Amati  felt  the  disagreeableness  of  his 
profession  more  than  ever.  Through  that  long, 
narrow  room,  full  of  beds  in  a  row,  and  yellow, 
suffering  faces,  and  the  constant  smell  of  phenic 
acid;  through  the  sirocco's  mist  and  dampness, 
that  made  even  the  nuns'  pink  cheeks  bloodless- 
looking,  he  had  a  dream,  a  passing  vision  of  a 
sunny,  green,  warm,  clear,  sweet-smelling  coun- 
try-place, and  his  heart  ached  for  this  idyl,  come 
and  gone  in  a  moment. 

"Good-by,  gentlemen,"  Amati  said  bruskly  to 
the  students,  dismissing  them. 

They  knew  that  when  he  so  greeted  them  he 
wished  to  be  left  alone;  they  knew,  they  under- 
stood, the  Professor  was  in  a  bad  humor;  they  let 
him  go.  One  of  the  ambulance  men  brought  him 
two  or  three  letters  that  came  while  he  was  going 
his  rounds;  they  were  summonses,  urgent  letters 
from  sick  people  longing  for  him,  from  a  father 
.who  had  lost  his  head  over  a  son's  illnesSj  from 
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despairing  women.  He  shook  his  head  as  he  read 
them,  as  if  he  had  lost  confidence — as  if  all  human- 
ity sorrowing  discouraged  him.  He  went — yes,  he 
went ;  but  he  felt  very  tired,  which  must  have  come 
from  his  mindt  for  he  had  worked  much  less  than 
usual.  He  was  going  along  absent-mindedly,  when 
a  shadow  rose  before  him  on  the  hospital  stairs.  It 
was  a  poor  woman,  of  no  particular  age,  with 
sparse  grayish  hair,  black  teeth,  prominent  cheek- 
bones, her  clothes  torn  and  dirty,  while  the  slum- 
bering babe  she  carried  was  clean,  though  meanly 
clad. 

"Sir — please,  sir!"  she  called  out  in  a  crying 
voice,  seeing  the  doctor  was  going  on  without 
troubling  himself  about  her. 

"What  do  you  want?  Who  are  you?"  the  doctor 
asked  roughly,  without  looking  at  her. 

"I  am  Annarella,  Carmela's  sister — you  saved 
her  life,"  said  Gaetano  the  glove-cutter's  wretched 
wife. 

"Your  sister  in  the  morning,  and  now  you  I"  the 
doctor  impatiently  exclaimed. 

"Not  for  me,  sir — not  for  me,"  the  gambler's 
wife  said  in  a  low  tone.  "I  can  die.  I  don't  sig- 
nify. I  do  so  little  in  the  world  I  can't  even  find 
bread  for  my  children." 

"Get  out  of  the  way — get  out  of  the  way." 

"It  is  for  this  little  creature,  for  my  sick  son, 
sir ;"  and  she  bent  to  kiss  the  little  slumberer's  lore* 


head.  "I  don't  Joiow  what  is  the  matter,  but  he 
falls  off  every  day,  and  I  don't  know  what  to  give 
him.  Cure  him  for  me,  sir." 

The  doctor  leaned  over  the  little  invalid,  with 
its  pretty,  delicate,  pallid  face,  purple  eyelids, 
hardly  perceptible  breathing,  and  lips  slightly 
apart;  he  touched  its  forehead  and  hands,  then 
looked  at  the  mother. 

"You  give  it  milk?"  he  asked  shortly. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  she,  with  a  slight  smile  of 
motherly  content. 

"How  many  months  old  is  he?" 

"Eighteen  months." 

"And  you  still  suckle  him?  You  are  all  the 
same,  you  Naples  women.  Wean  him  at  once." 

"Oh,  sir!"  she  exclaimed,  quite  alarmed. 

"Wean  him,"  he  repeated. 

"What  am  I  to  give  him?"  she  said,  almost  sob- 
bing. "I  often  want  bread  for  myself  and  the  other 
two,  but  never  milk.  Must  this  poor  little  soul  die 
of  hunger  too?" 

"Does  your  husband  not  work?"  asked  the  doc- 
tor ponderingly. 

"Yes,  sir,  he  does  work,"  she  said,  shaking  her 
head. 

"Does  he  keep  another  woman?" 

"No,  sir." 

"What  does  he  do,  then?" 

"He  plays  at  the  lottery." 
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"I  understand.  Wean  the  child.  He  has  fever. 
Your  milk  poisons  him." 

After  gazing  at  the  doctor  and  her  child,  she 
just  said :  "Jesus"  in  a  whisper,  and  a  sob  burst  out 
from  her  mother's  breast. 

Amati  wrote  out  a  prescription  in  pencil  on  a 
leaf  of  his  pocketbook.  He  went  down  the  stairs, 
followed  by  Annarella,  whose  tears  fell  over  the 
child's  face,  her  dull  sobs  following  him  in  lamen- 
tation. 

"This  is  the  prescription;  here  are  five  lire  to 
get  it  with,"  said  the  doctor,  motioning  to  her  not 
to  thank  him. 

She  looked  at  him  with  stupefied  eyes  while  he 
crossed  the  big  cold  hospital  court  to  his  carriage; 
she  began  to  cry  again  when  she  was  alone ;  gaz- 
ing on  the  baby,  the  prescription  in  her  hand  shook 
—it  was  so  bitter  for  her  to  think  of  having  poi- 
soned her  son  with  her  milk. 

"It  must  be  cholera,"  she  kept  saying  to  herself, 
for  among  Naples  common  folk  stomach  disorders 
are  often  called  cholera. 

Dr.  Amati  shook  his  head  again  energetically, 
as  if  he  had  lost  confidence  altogether  in  the  sav- 
ing of  humanity.  As  he  was  opening  the  carriage 
door  to  get  in,  a  woman  who  had  been  chattering 
with  the  hospital  porter  came  up  to  speak  to  him. 
It  was  a  woman  in  black,  with  a  nun's  shawl,  and 
black  silk  kerchief  on  her  head,  tied  under  the 
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chin.  She  had  coal-black  eyes  in  a  pale  face — 
eyes  used  to  the  shade  and  silence.  She  spoke  very, 
low. 

"Sir,  would  you  come  with  me  to  do  an  urgent 
kindness?" 

"I  am  busy,"  the  doctor  grumbled,  getting  into 
his  carriage. 

"The  person  is  very,  very  ill." 

"All  the  people  I  have  to  see  are  ill." 

"She  is  near  here,  sir,  in  the  Sacramentist  con- 
vent. I  was  sent  to  the  hospital  to  find  a  doctor. 
I  can't  go  back  without  one — she  is  so  very  ill — " 

"Dr.  Caramanna  is  still  up  there — ask  for  him," 
Amati  retorted.  "Is  it  a  nun  that  is  ill?"  he  then 
added. 

"The  Sacramentists  are  cloistered;  they  can't 
call  men  into  the  convent,"  said  the  servant,  purs- 
ing her  lips.  "It  is  some  one  who  got  ill  in  the 
convent  parlor,  not  belonging  to  the  convent — " 

"I  will  come,"  Amati  said  quickly. 

He  pushed  the  servant  into  the  carriage,  got  in 
and  shut  the  door.  The  carriage  rolled  along  the 
Anticaglia  road,  which  is  so  dark,  muddy,  and 
wretched  from  old  age;  and  they  did  not  say  a 
word  to  each  other  in  the  short  drive.  The  car- 
riage stopped  before  the  convent  gate;  instead  of 
ringing  the  bell,  the  servant  opened  the  door  with 
a  key.  The  doctor  and  she  first  crossed  an  icy 
court  overlooked  by  a  number  of  windows  with 
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green  jalousies,  then  a  corridor  with  pillars  along 
the  court;  complete  solitude  and  silence  was  every- 
where. They  went  into  a  vast  room  on  the  ground 
floor.  Along  the  whitewashed  walls  were  straw 
chairs,  nothing  else;  at  the  end  a  big  table,  with 
a  seat  for  the  porter  lay  Sister.  A  crucifix  was 
nailed  on  one  wall.  Along  the  other  were  two  nar- 
row gratings  with  a  wheel  in  the  middle,  to  speak 
through  and  pass  things  to  the  nuns.  Near  this 
wall,  on  three  chairs,  a  woman's  form  was  stretched 
out;  another  woman  was  kneeling  and  bending 
over  her  face.  Before  the  doctor  got  as  far  as  the 
woman  lying  down,  the  servant  went  up  to  the 
grating  and  spoke:  "Praise  to  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ment— " 

"Now  and  forever,"  a  very  feeble  voice  answered 
from  inside,  as  if  it  came  out  of  a  deep  cave. 

"Is  the  doctor  here?" 

"Yes,  Sister  Maria." 

"That  is  well;"  and  a  long  feverish  sigh  was 
heard. 

In  the  meantime  Dr.  Amati  had  gone  up  to  the 
fainting  girl.  Margherita  was  bathing  her  fore- 
head with  a  handkerchief  steeped  in  vinegar,  and 
whispering:  "My  darling!  my  darling!" 

The  doctor  put  his  hat  on  the  floor,  and  knelt 
down  too,  to  examine  the  fainting  girl.  He  felt 
her  pulse,  and  gently  raised  one  eyelid;  the  eye 
was  glassy. 
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"How  long  has  she  been  like  this?"  he  asked  in 
a  whisper,  rubbing  her  icy  hands. 

"Half  an  hour,"  the  old  woman  replied. 

"What  have  you  done  for  her?" 

"Nothing  but  use  the  vinegar.  They  gave  it  to 
me  through  the  wheel ;  they  have  nothing  else ;  it  is 
a  convent  under  strict  rules." 

"Does  she  often  faint?" 

"Last  night — she  had  another  swoon.  I  found 
her  on  the  floor  in  her  room.  I  called  my 
master." 

"Did  she  recover  of  herself — last  night?" 

"Yes." 

"Had  she  got  a  fright?" 

"I  don't  know — I  don't  think  so,"  she  said  in  a 
hesitating  way. 

They  were  speaking  in  a  whisper,  while  the  ser- 
vant stood  right  at  the  grating,  as  if  mounting 
guard. 

"Is  she  better?"  the  feeble  voice  inside  asked. 

"Just  the  same,"  replied  the  servant  in  a  monot- 
onous voice. 

"Oh,  God!"  the  voice  called  out  in  anguish. 

Meanwhile  the  doctor  bent  down  to  hear  the 
breathing  better.  He  seemed  thoughtful  and  pre- 
occupied. Margherita  looked  at  him  with  despair- 
ing eyes. 

"Did  she  get  a  fright,  half  an  hour  ago,  in 
here?"  he  began  again  to  ask,  while  he  carefully 
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raised  Bianca's  head  and  placed  it  against  his 
breast. 

"No,  certainly  not!"  Margherita  whispered.  "I 
was  in  church.  I  did  not  hear  what  was  said;  they 
called  to  me." 

"Who  is  that  nun?"  he  asked,  pointing  to  the 
grating. 

"It  is  Sister  Maria  degli  Angioli — the  aunt." 

Then  he  got  up  and  went  to  the  grating.  The 
serving  Sister  pursed  up  her  lips  to  remind  him 
of  the  cloistral  rule,  almost  as  if  she  wanted  to  pre- 
vent any  conversation  between  him  and  the  nun. 

"Sister  Maria — "  he  said  very  gently. 

"Now  and  forever,"  the  feeble  voice  said  hur- 
riedly, hearing  a  man's  voice. 

"Has  your  niece  had  a  fright?" 

Silence  on  the  other  side. 

"Did  she  tell  you  of  anything  disagreeable  that 
had  happened  to  her?" 

"Yes,  yes!"  the  voice  breathed  out,  trembling. 

"Can  you  tell  me  what  it  was  about?" 

"No,  no!"  she  went  on  quickly,  still  trembling. 
"Something  very  sad — I  can't  tell  you." 

"Very  well — thank  you,"  he  whispered,  getting 
up  again. 

"How  is  she?  Are  you  giving  her  anything?" 
the  Sister's  voice  asked. 

"We  are  going  to  take  her  to  the  house.  Noth- 
ing can  be  done  here." 
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"We  are  poor  nuns,"  the  Sister  murmured. 
"How  will  you  take  her?" 

"In  the  carriage,"  he  said  shortly.  Then,  going 
up  to  Margherita,  he  went  on  in  a  low,  forcible 
voice :  "I  am  coming  with  my  coachman  just  now. 
She  can't  stay  here;  I  can't  do  anything  for  her 
here.  We  will  carry  her  out  to  the  carriage  and 
go  home." 

"In  this  state?"  she  asked  undecidedly. 

"Do  you  want  her  to  die  here?"  he  interrupted 
bruskly. 

"Please  forgive  me,  sir." 

He  had  already  gone  out,  without  his  hat  or 
overcoat,  across  the  passage  and  icy  court.  After 
a  minute  he  came  back  with  the  coachman,  who 
had  evidently  got  his  orders. 

The  doctor  gently  raised  the  fainting  girl's  body 
from  under  the  arms,  resting  her  head  on  his 
breast,  while  the  coachman  raised  her  feet.  She 
was  almost  rigid  and  very  heavy.  The  coachman 
had  a  frightened  look;  perhaps  he  thought  he  was 
carrying  out  a  dead  woman,  all  in  black,  through 
that  bare  parlor,  deserted  corridor,  and  chilly 
court;  and  although  the  sight  of  physical  suffer- 
ing was  not  new  to  him,  being  in  a  successful  doc- 
tor's service,  the  idea  of  carrying  a  young  woman's 
cold  body,  a  corpse  perhaps,  gave  him  such  a 
shudder  he  turned  away  his  head.  Old  Marghe- 
rita, coming  behind,  looked  yellower,  more  like 
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wrinkled  parchment  than  ever,  in  the  bright  court. 
The  procession  of  the  anxious  doctor,  the  fright- 
ened man,  the  rigid  figure  in  black,  and  the  old 
servant  sadly  bent  by  a  strange  new  anguish,  moved 
silently  across  the  silent,  tomb-like  cloister,  like  a 
funeral.  Gently,  with  the  care  needed  not  to 
waken  a  sleeping  baby,  the  two  men  placed  the  al- 
most lifeless  creature  in  the  carriage,  her  head 
against  the  cushions  and  her  feet  on  the  oppo- 
site seat.  She  had  not  given  a  sign  of  life  while 
she  was  being  carried;  the  two  lines  deepened  be- 
tween Dr.  Amati's  eyebrows,  lines  showing  a 
strong  will  and  deep  thought,  but  which  gave  him 
an  absent-minded  look.  Margherita  still  gently 
tried  to  rearrange  the  girl's  loosened  tresses  that 
had  fallen  down,  but  she  did  not  manage  it,  her 
lean  hands  trembled  so;  she,  too,  had  got  into  the 
broad  landau ;  she  gathered  up  her  mistress's  hair 
caressingly,  and  the  doctor  heard  her  mutter,  "My 
darling!  my  darling!" 

He  had  lowered  the  blue  blinds  against  in- 
discreet eyes;  the  carriage  went  at  a  foot-pace; 
and  in  that  bluish,  misty  shade  the  slow  pace  kept 
up  the  idea  of  a  funeral  still  more.  However, 
the  carriage  stopped  at  one  point;  after  a  little  the 
coachman  opened  the  door,  and  handed  in  to  the 
doctor  a  hermetically  sealed  vial,  which  he  held 
to  the  unconscious  girl's  nose.  A  sharp  smell  of 
ether  at  once  spread  through  the  carriage^  which 
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was  still  going  very  slowly.  Bianca  Maria  never 
moved;  after  a  little  there  was  one  sign  of  feeling: 
her  closed  eyelids  got  red,  big  tears  burst  out  be- 
tween the  lashes  and  ran  down  her  cheeks.  The 
doctor  did  not  take  his  eyes  off  her  for  a  minute, 
keeping  her  hand  in  his.  She  went  on  weeping, 
still  unconscious,  without  giving  another  sign  of 
life:  as  if  she  still  felt  sorrow  through  her  uncon- 
sciousness, as  if  through  her  loss  of  memory  one 
bitter  recollection  still  remained — only  one.  She 
did  not  recover  consciousness. 

When  they  got  to  the  Rossi  Palace  courtyard, 
hardly  was  the  door  opened  when  a  murmuring 
noise  broke  out,  gradually  growing  stronger,  im- 
possible to  restrain.  Beside  the  carriage  door  the 
porter's  wife  called  out  and  screamed  as  if  the  girl 
was  dead.  All  the  windows  looking  into  the  court- 
yard, all  the  landing-place  doors,  had  opened  to  see 
the  poor,  fainting,  pale  creature  in  black,  with  hair 
hanging  down,  taken  out  of  the  carriage.  The 
doctor  vainly  tried  to  insist  on  silence,  but  the  cry 
of  surprise  and  compassion  grew  louder,  rising  in 
the  heavy  air. 

On  the  first  floor  landing-place  Gelsomina,  Ag- 
nesina  Fragala's  nurse,  came  out,  holding  the 
pretty,  healthy  infant  in  her  arms;  the  happy 
mother,  Luisella  Fragala,  came  behind  her, 
dressed  to  go  out,  with  her  bonnet  on.  But  she 
lingered,  leaning  on  the  iron  railing,  smiling 
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vaguely  at  her  baby,  and  looking  pityingly  on  the 
strange  escort.  She  had  felt  rather  tired  and  pre- 
occupied for  some  time  past,  for  she  had  been  go- 
ing every  day  to  the  Santo  Spirito  shop,  from  an 
instinct,  a  presentiment,  that  was  stronger  than  her 
pride,  tying  up  the  parcels  of  sweets  and  cakes 
with  her  ring-covered,  white  hands. 

"Poor  thing!  poor  thing!"  Luisella  Fragala  mut- 
tered; her  compassion  had  a  deeper,  acuter  feel- 
ing in  it  than  the  other  people's  had. 

Raising  the  heavy  yellow  brocade  curtains  be- 
hind her  double  windows  on  the  first  floor, 
Signora  Parascandolo's  bloodless  face  appeared 
— the  rich  usurer's  wife  who  had  lost  all  her 
children. 

She  seldom  went  out;  she  stayed  shut  up  in  her 
gorgeous  apartment,  full  of  rich  furniture  now 
quite  useless  and  dreary,  as  she  never  received 
any  one  since  her  sons  died;  only  she  looked  out  of 
the  window  now  and  then  in  a  silly  kind  of  way 
that  had  grown  on  her.  On  seeing  Bianca  Maria 
carried  up  in  that  way,  the  poor  woman,  who  took 
an  interest  in  nothing  usually,  opened  the  window, 
and  her  voice  was  added  to  the  rising  tumult,  cry- 
ing in  prayer  and  supplication,  "Jesus,  Jesus,  help 
us!"  All  Domenico  Mayer's  misanthropic  family 
came  out  on  the  third  floor  landing,  leaving  their 
three-roomed  little  flat  that  looked  on  to  the  Rossi 
Theatre.  First  came  the  father's  long,  peevish 
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lace,  and,  having  just  left  some  copying  worK 
brought  home  from  the  Finance  Office,  he  had 
sleeves  on  to  save  his  coat;  then  Donna  Christina, 
the  mother,  who  had  got  rid  of  the  toothache  but 
had  a  stiff  neck  instead;  next  Amalia,  with  hen 
staring  eyes,  thick  nose  and  lips,  and  sulky  look  of 
a  girl  who  has  not  yet  got  a  husband;  and  Fofo, 
still  afflicted  by  the  hunger  which  his  relations  said 
was  a  mysterious  illness.  The  whole  family  nearly 
threw  themselves  over  the  railings  out  of  curios- 
ity, and  shrieked  out  in  a  chorus:  "Poor  girl!  poor 
girl!"  A  woman  in  a  muslin  cap  and  a  man  in  a 
blue  sweeping-apron  were  at  the  window — even 
the  doctor's  housekeeper;  nor  did  they  stop  gazing 
when  their  master  came  up,  so  overpowering  was 
the  excitement  in  all  the  Rossi  Palace. 

That  carrying  up  the  stair,  amid  the  noisy 
compassion  of  all  these  different  people,  the 
frightened,  pitying  shrieks,  that  had  a  false  ring 
about  them,  seemed  endless  to  Dr.  Amati;  as  for 
old  Margherita,  she  shook  with  annoyance  and 
shame,  as  if  that  noise  and  publicity  were  insulting 
to  her  mistress. 

When  the  door  was  shut  behind  them,  she  asked 
Giovanni  in  a  fright:  "Is  his  Excellency  not  in? 
Her  Excellency  is  ill." 

"No,"  he  said,  making  way  for  the  bearers. 

Margherita  shook  her  head  despairingly.  She 
went  with  the  doctor  and  his  man  into  Bianca 
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Maria's  room;  the  girl  was  laid  on  the  bed.  The 
man-servant  went  away.  The  doctor  again  tried 
to  bring  her  back  with  ether — no  result.  He  bit 
his  lip;  he  said  twice  or  thrice,  "It  is  impossible!" 
Once  again  he  raised  the  violet  eyelids,  looking  at 
her  eyes.  She  was  alive,  but  she  did  not  recover 
consciousness. 

"Where  is  her  father?"  he  asked,  without  turn- 
ing round. 

"I  don't  know,"  the  old  woman  muttered. 

"There  will  be  some  place  he  goes  every  day; 
send  for  him." 

"I  will  send,  as  you  order  me  to,"  she  said,  still 
hesitating;  and  she  went  out. 

He  sat  down  by  the  bedside,  and  put  down  the 
ether  bottle,  now  convinced  it  was  useless.  That 
bare,  cold  little  room,  with  a  look  of  childish  pur- 
ity, had  somewhat  calmed  the  scientist's  dull  anger 
at  not  being  able  to  cure  nor  find  out  the  reason  of 
the  illness.  He  had  seen,  a  hundred  times,  long, 
queer  fainting  fits;  but  they  were  from  nervous 
illnesses,  from  abnormal  temperaments,  out  of 
order  from  the  beginning,  and  ordinary  methods 
had  overcome  them.  The  colorless  young  girl 
seemed  to  be  sleeping  heavily,  and  she  might  re- 
main so  for  many  hours,  wrapped  up  in  the  dark 
regions  of  unconsciousness.  He  armed  himself 
with  patience,  turning  over  in  his  mind  medical 
books  that  spoke  of  such  fainting  fits.  Twice  or 
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thrice  Margherita  had  come  back  into  the  room, 
questioning  him  with  an  agonized  look;  he  shook 
his  head,  "No."  Then  he  asked  her  for  brandy. 
She  stood  hesitating;  there  was  none  in  the  house. 
Amati  told  her  to  go  and  ask  for  it  in  his  flat  next 
door.  With  a  teaspoon,  a  wretched  one  that  had 
lost  its  plating,  he  opened  the  girl's  lips,  and  poured 
the  strong  liquor  through  her  closed  teeth,  with  no 
result.  Again,  he  asked  Margherita,  who  was  fidg- 
eting about,  to  heat  flannel  cloths;  seeing  her  still 
embarrassed,  he  told  her  to  go  to  his  house,  and 
ask  the  housekeeper  for  some. 

While  she  was  away,  Giovanni  came  back  out 
of  breath;  he  panted  as  he  spoke. 

"I  have  not  found  the  Marchese  anywhere,  not 
at  Don  Crescenzio's  lottery  stand,  nor  at  the  Santo 
Spirito  assembly,  nor  in  Don  Pasqualino  the  me- 
dium's house,  where  they  meet  every  day." 

"Who  meet?"  asked  the  doctor  distractedly, 
hardly  listening  to  what  he  said. 

"The  Marchese's  friends.  But  I  left  word 
wherever  he  is  to  come  back  to  the  house,  because 
her  ladyship  is  ill." 

"Very  good;  send  out  this  prescription,"  said 
the  doctor,  who  as  usual  wrote  it  with  a  pencil  on 
a  leaf  from  his  pocketbook. 

The  old  servant's  pale  face  looked  disturbed. 
The  doctor,  always  taken  up  about  his  patient,  did 
not  notice  him. 
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"Go,  and  get  it,"  he  said,  feeling  Giovanni  was 
still  there. 

"It  is  because — "  the  poor  man  stammered  out. 

Then  the  doctor,  just  as  he  had  done  for  Anna- 
rella,  the  glove-cutter's  wretched  wife,  pulled  ten 
lire  out  of  his  purse  and  gave  them  to  him. 

"The  master  was  not  in,  and  could  not  tell  the 
mistress,"  Giovanni  muttered,  wishing  to  account 
for  the  want  of  money. 

"Very  good — all  right,"  said  the  doctor,  turning 
to  his  patient. 

But  a  loud  ring  at  the  bell  sounded  all  through 
the  flat.  A  resounding  step  was  heard,  and  the 
Marchese  di  Formosa  came  in.  He  seemed  only  to 
see  his  daughter  stretched  out  on  the  bed.  He 
began  kissing  her  hand  and  forehead,  speaking 
loudly  in  great  anguish. 

"My  daughter,  my  daughter,  what  is  the  matter 
with  you?  Answer  your  father.  Bianca,  Bianca, 
answer!  Where  have  you  the  pain?  how  did  it 
come?  My  darling,  my  heart's  blood,  my  crown, 
answer  me!  It  is  your  father  calling  you.  Listen, 
listen,  tell  me  what  it  is!  I  will  cure  you,  dear, 
dear  daughter!" 

And  he  went  on  exclaiming,  crying  out,  sobbing, 
pale  and  red  in  the  face,  by  turns,  running  his 
fingers  through  his  white  hair,  his  still  graceful, 
strong  figure  bent,  while  the  doctor  looked  at  him 
keenly.  In  a  silent  interval  the  Marchese  noticed 
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Amati's  presence,  and  recognized  him  as  his  cele- 
brated neighbor. 

"Oh,  doctor,"  he  called  out,  "give  her  something 
— my  daughter  is  all  I  have!" 

"I  am  trying  what  I  can,"  the  doctor  said  slowly, 
in  a  low  voice,  as  if  he  was  chafing  against  the 
powerlessness  of  his  science.  "But  it  is  an  obsti- 
nate faint." 

"Has  she  had  it  long?" 

"About  two  hours.  It  came  on  in  the  Sacra- 
mentist  parlor." 

"Ah!"  said  the  father,  getting  pale. 

The  doctor  looked  at  him.  They  said  no  more. 
The  secret  rose  up  between  them,  wrapped  in  the 
thickest,  deepest  obscurity. 

"Do  something  for  her,"  Formosa  stammered, 
in  a  trembling  voice. 

But  he  was  summoned;  Giovanni  whispered  to 
him;  the  Marchese  was  undecided  for  a  minute. 

"I  will  come  back  at  once,"  he  said  as  he  went 
off. 

The  doctor  had  wrapped  the  invalid's  little  feet 
in  warm  cloths;  now  he  wanted  to  wrap  up  her 
hands.  All  at  once  he  felt  a  slight  pressure  on  his 
hand:  Bianca  Maria  with  open  eyes  was  quietly 
looking  at  him.  The  doctor's  forehead  wrinkled 
a  little  with  surprise  just  for  a  moment. 

"How  do  you  feel?"  he  asked,  leaning  over  the 
invalid. 
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She  gave  a  tired  little  smile,  and  waved  her  hand 
as  if  to  tell  him  to  wait,  that  she  could  not  speak 
yet. 

"All  right,  very  good,"  the  doctor  said  heartily. 
"Don't  speak";  and  he  made  Margherita,  who  was 
coming  in,  keep  silence,  too. 

The  servant's  poor  tired  eyes  shone  with  joy 
when  she  saw  Bianca  Maria  smiling. 

"Are  you  better?  Make  a  sign,"  the  doctor 
asked  tenderly. 

She  made  an  effort,  and  very  low,  instead  of  a 
sign,  she  pronounced  the  word  "Better."  The 
voice  was  low,  but  quiet.  With  a  medical  man's 
familiarity,  he  took  one  of  her  hands  in  his  to 
warm  it. 

"Thank  you!"  said  she,  after  a  time. 

"For  what?"  he  said,  rather  put  out. 

"For  everything,"  she  replied,  smiling  again. 

Now,  it  seemed,  she  had  quite  got  back  the 
power  of  speaking.  She  spoke,  but  kept  quite 
still,  only  living  intensely  in  her  eyes  and  smile. 

"For  everything — what  do  you  mean?"  he  asked, 
piqued  by  a  lively  curiosity. 

"I  understood,"  said  she,  with  a  profound 
look. 

"You  were  conscious  all  the  time?" 

"All.  I  could  neither  move  nor  speak,  but  I 
understood." 

"Ah!"  said  he  thoughtfully.    He  sent  Marghe- 
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rita  to  let  the  Marchese  know  that  his  daughter 
had  recovered  consciousness. 

"Were  you  in  pain?" 

"Yes,  a  great  deal,  from  not  being  able  to  come 
out  of  my  faint.  I  wept;  I  felt  a  pain  at  my  heart." 

"Yes,  yes,"  he  said.  "Don't  speak  any  more — 
rest." 

The  doctor  made  a  sign  to  the  Marchese,  who 
was  coming  in,  to  keep  silence.  Formosa  leaned 
over  his  daughter's  bed  and  touched  her  forehead 
with  his  hand,  as  if  he  were  blessing  her.  Her  eye- 
lids fluttered  and  she  smiled. 

"Your  daughter  was  conscious  during  her  swoon 
— the  rarest  kind  of  fainting  fit." 

"Was  she  conscious?"  the  Marchese  asked  in  a 
strange  voice. 

"Yes ;  she  saw  and  heard  everything.  It  comes 
from  sensitiveness  carried  to  excess." 

Then  he  poured  out  more  brandy  in  the  teaspoon 
for  Bianca  Maria  to  take.  Don  Carlo  Cavalcanti's 
face  twitched.  He  leaned  over  the  bed,  and  asked : 

"What  did  you  see?  Tell  me — what  did  you 
see?" 

The  daughter  did  not  answer.  She  looked  at 
her  father  in  such  sad  surprise  that  the  doctor,  turn- 
ing round,  noticed  it  and  frowned.  He  had  not 
heard  what  the  father  asked  his  daughter,  and  he 
again  felt  the  great  family  secret  coming  up,  see- 
ing Bianca  Maria's  gentle,  sad  glance. 
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"Don't  ask  her  anything,"  the  doctor  said 
bruskly  to  the  Marchese  di  Formosa. 

The  old  patrician  restrained  a  disdainful  shrug. 
He  brooded  over  his  daughter's  face,  as  if  he 
wanted  to  get  the  secret  out  by  magnetism.  She 
lowered  her  eyelids,  but  suffering  was  in  her  face; 
then  she  looked  at  the  doctor,  as  if  she  wanted 
help. 

"Do  you  want  anything?"  he  asked. 

"There  is  a  man  at  my  door :  make  him  go  away," 
she  whispered  in  a  frightened  tone. 

The  doctor  started ;  so  did  her  father.  In  fact, 
outside  the  door,  in  his  invariable  wretched  wait- 
ing attitude,  was  Pasqualino  de  Feo,  dirty,  ragged, 
with  unkempt  beard  and  pale,  streaky  red  cheeks. 
The  Marchese  had  left  him  in  the  drawing-room, 
but  he  slid  along  to  Bianca  Maria's  room  with 
the  timid,  quiet  step  of  a  beggar  who  fears  to  be 
chased  from  all  doors. 

"Who  is  that  man?"  said  the  doctor  in  that 
rough  tone  of  his,  going  up  to  the  door,  as  if  to 
chase  him  away. 

"He  is  a  friend,"  the  Marchese  answered,  hurry- 
ing forward  in  a  vague,  embarrassed  way. 

"Send  him  away!"  the  doctor  said  sternly. 

Outside  the  door  the  Marchese  and  Don  Pas- 
qualino chatted  in  a  lively  whisper.  Bianca 
Maria  looked  as  if  she  could  hear  what  her  father 
said  outside;  at  one  point  she  shook  her  head. 
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"Do  you  want  that  man  sent  away  from  the 
house?" 

"Let  him  alone,"  she  said  feebly.  "It  would 
annoy  my  father." 

Well — the  doctor  knew  nothing  at  all.  Even 
now,  on  coming  back  to  stern  realities,  he  blamed 
himself  for  the  sad,  dark  romance  coming  into  his 
life;  but  an  overmastering  feeling  entangled  him, 
which  he  thought  was  scientific  curiosity.  Hours 
were  passing,  evening  was  coming  on ;  he  had  made 
none  of  his  visits,  and  he  stayed  on  in  that  poor 
aristocratic  sick  lady's  room,  as  if  he  could  not 
tear  himself  away. 

"I  ought  to  go,"  he  said,  as  if  to  himself. 

"But  you  will  come  back?"  she  asked  in  a 
whisper. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  determined  to  conquer  himself 
and  not  come  back  again. 

"Do  come  back!"  in  a  humble  voice,  beseech- 
ingly. 

"I  am  here — just  next  door.  If  you  are  in  pain, 
send  for  me." 

"Yes,  yes,"  she  replied,  quieted  at  the  idea  of 
being  protected. 

"Good-by!" 

"Good-by!"  she  answered. 

Margherita  went  with  him,  thanking  him  softly 
for  having  saved  her  mistress;  but  he  had  again 
become  an  energetic,  busy  man,  inimical  to  words, 
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"Where  is  the  Marchese  now?"  he  insisted  on 
knowing. 

"In  the  drawing-room,  Professor." 

And  she  took  him  there.  It  was  just  so.  Don 
Carlo  Cavalcanti,  Marchese  di  Formosa,  and 
Pasqualino  de  Feo  were  walking  up  and  down 
silently.  It  was  almost  dark;  still,  the  doctor  ex- 
amined the  medium  with  a  scrutinizing,  suspi- 
cious eye. 

"How  is  Bianca  Maria?"  asked  Formosa,  com- 
ing out  of  a  dream. 

"Better  now,"  the  doctor  replied  in  a  short,  cold 
tone;  "but  she  has  been  struck  prematurely,  owing 
to  a  growing  want  of  balance,  moral  and  physical. 
If  you  don't  give  her  sun,  movement,  air,  quiet, 
and  cheerfulness,  she  may  die — from  one  day  to 
another." 

"Don't  say  so,  doctor!"  the  father  cried  out, 
angry  and  grieved. 

"I  must  tell  you,  because  it  is  so.  I  don't  know 
the  reason  of  to-day's  illness — I  don't  want  to  know 
it;  but  she  is  ill,  you  understand — ill  I  She  needs 
sun  and  peace — peace  and  sun.  If  you  want  a 
doctor,  I  am  always  near;  that  is  my  profession. 
But  I  have  made  out  a  prescription.  Send  your 
daughter  to  the  country.  If  she  stays  another  year 
in  this  house,  only  seeing  you  and  going  to  the  con- 
vent, she  will  die,  I  assure  you,"  he  persisted  coldly, 
as  if  this  truth  ought  to  be  announced  decisively, 
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as  if  he  wanted  to  convince  his  own  unwilling 
mind  also. 

"Doctor,  doctor,  do  not  say  that!"  Formosa 
moaned,  asking  for  mercy. 

"She  is  ill;  she  will  die.  To  the  country — the 
country!  Good-evening,  Marchese!" 

He  went  off,  as  if  trying  to  escape.  The  Mar- 
chese and  the  medium,  who  had  not  said  a  word, 
went  on  again  with  their  silent  walk.  Now  and 
then  Formosa  sighed  deeply. 

"The  Spirit  that  moves  me — "  the  medium 
breathed  out. 

"Eh?"  the  other  cried  out,  starting. 

"Warns  me  that  Donna  Bianca  Maria  has  had 
a  heavenly  vision — and  that  she  will  tell  it  you 
in  an  allegory." 

"What  do  you  say?  Is  it  possible?  Has  the 
Supreme  Being  granted  me  this  favor?  Is  it  pos- 
sible?" 

"The  Spirit  does  not  deceive,"  the  medium  said 
sententiously. 

"That  is  true — it  is  true!"  Formosa  murmured, 
staring  into  the  darkness  with  wild  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  V 

CARNIVAL  AT   NAPLES 

FROM  the  beginning  of  January,  Naples  was 
taken  with  a  mania  for  work  that  spread  from  one 
house  and  shop  to  another,  from  street  to  street, 
quarter  to  quarter,  from  the  fashionable  parts  to 
the  poorest,  with  a  continuous  movement,  rising 
and  falling.  A  louder  noise  of  saws,  planes,  and 
hammers  came  from  the  factories  and  workshops ; 
in  the  shops,  with  doors  left  ajar,  and  in  the  houses 
they  sat  up  late;  the  smallest  as  well  as  the  big- 
gest industries  seemed  to  have  got  a  mysterious 
impulse,  a  breath  of  new  life,  into  their  half-dead 
system. 

The  demand  for  gloves  had  increased  beyond 
bounds,  especially  white  and  dove-colored:  the 
humblest  general  shops  kept  them.  In  the  artifi- 
cial flower  shops,  that  compete  with  the  French 
trade  with  growing  success,  a  great  quantity  of 
boughs,  bunches,  wreaths  of  flowers,  and  ferns  were 
got  ready;  big  and  small  bouquets  of  bright,  warm- 
colored  flowers  to  take  the  eye — the  finest  intended 
for  ladies'  hair  and  bosoms,  the  coarser  for  dec- 
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orating  houses,  shops,  horses,  and  carriages.  Roses, 
camellias,  pinks,  were  most  in  request.  At  all  the 
tailors  and  dressmakers,  satin,  velvet,  gauze,  crape, 
were  draped  in  all  styles,  made  into  dresses,  man- 
tles, hoods,  and  scarfs;  while  at  the  shoemakers, 
binders  spent  ten  hours  a  day  making  pink,  blue, 
white,  gray,  and  lilac  shoes,  fancy,  gold-embroid- 
ered boots,  and  some  bound  in  fur.  The  glove, 
flower,  dress,  and  shoemakers'  work  began  the  first 
hours  in  the  morning  and  ended  at  eleven  at  night; 
but  the  only  others  that  came  up  to  them  were 
the  cardboard  shops.  Here  paper,  in  men  and 
women's  hands,  was  bent  into  a  thousand  shapes 
and  sizes.  It  was  painted,  cut  out,  twisted,  even 
curled  up ;  it  was  made  up  with  straw,  metal,  and 
rich  brocade  stuff,  starting  from  the  twisted  paper 
that  holds  a  sweet  or  cracker  to  the  big  expensive 
box.  From  the  little  chocolate-box,  made  of  card- 
board and  a  scrap  of  satin,  to  the  handsome,  neat 
satchel  with  a  second  cardboard  lining;  from  the 
roll,  made  of  two  or  three  old  gambling  cards,  a 
little  bristol  board,  and  bright-colored  pictures, 
to  straw  cornucopias,  covered  with  ribbons;  from 
ugly,  mean  things  to  lovely  and  expensive  ones,  the 
worfe  was  never-ending.  All  this  paper-work  was 
arranged  on  large  boards;  the  colors  were  dazzling 
and  took  the  eye.  Every  day  they  were  sent  off  to 
the  sweet-shops,  where  they  were  filled  with  con- 
fetti, dainties,  sweets,  and  sugar  almonds. 
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Yes,  the  work  was  hardest,  always,  at  the  con- 
fectioners, from  the  humble  Fragala  of  the  San 
Lorenzo  quarter  and  the  gorgeous  but  middle  class 
Fragala  of  Spirito  Santo  up  to  the  grand,  fash- 
ionable confectioner  in  San  Ferdinando  Square. 
Above  all,  there  was  a  grand  making  of  caraways, 
white  and  colored,  of  all  sizes,  with  caraway  seeds 
and  a  powdery  sugar  covering;  there  were  whole 
stores  of  them  in  tins,  canisters  of  all  sizes,  over- 
flowing baskets  made  like  canisters,  all  kept  care- 
fully from  damp,  which  ruins  caraways.  Such  a 
stock!  If  it  had  been  gunpowder,  there  would 
have  been  enough  to  conquer  an  army.  The  other 
heavy  work  was  getting  sausages  and  black  pud- 
dings ready,  all  covered  with  yellow  bits  of  Spanish 
bread — pig's  blood,  that  is  to  say — made  up  with 
chocolate,  pistachio,  vanilla,  lemon,  and  cinnamon, 
so  presented  as  to  hide  the  coarseness.  In  the  back- 
shops  they  weighed  cinnamon,  sliced  lemons, 
crushed  pistachio-nuts,  boiled  sweets  of  all  colors 
and  kinds;  ovens  roared,  stoves  were  made  red 
hot,  kettles  boiled  and  gurgled,  and  workmen,  in 
shirt-sleeves  and  caps,  with  bare  arms  and  necks, 
stirring  with  big  ladles,  beating  pestles  in  marble 
mortars,  looked  like  odd  figures  in  purgatory, 
lighted  up  by  the  furnace  flames. 

All  trades  were  busy:  posters  were  put  up; 
whole  sheets  of  them  were  spread  on  the  city  walls. 
Fashionable  barbers  took  on  new  lads;  the  three 
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celebrated  Neapolitan  raisin  cake  venders  of 
Freddo  and  Chiaia  Lanes,  of  Carita  Square,  of 
Porto  Alba,  informed  the  public,  which  loves  rai- 
sin cake  with  Marano  and  Procida  wine,  that  they 
would  be  open  till  morning.  The  Cafe  Napoli, 
the  Grande,  and  the  Europa  covered  their  win- 
dows with  thick  cloths,  and  held  a  grand  cleaning 
up  all  through  the  rooms;  the  theatres  announced 
four  tim^s  the  usual  illuminations,  while  at  the 
doors  of  fancy  shops,  the  windows  of  humble  or 
fashionable  bazaars,  were  shown  black  velvet 
masks,  wax  noses,  and  huge  cardboard  heads,  three 
times  the  natural  size,  and  much  uglier  than  na- 
ture; network  masks,  to  protect  the  face  from 
caraways,  ladles  for  throwing  them,  long  tongs  for 
handing  up  sweets  or  flowers  to  the  balconies, 
scarfs  and  ribbons,  fantastic  ballroom  decorations, 
and  entire  costumes  of  tissue-paper.  Along  the 
streets  in  the  Monte  Calvario  quarter,  across  and 
parallel  to  Toledo,  in  the  darkest  old  clothes  shops 
and  retail  dealers',  dominoes  hung  on  wooden  pegs 
for  the  popular  balls :  Mephistopheles  costumes  in 
red  and  blue,  Spanish  grandees  in  cotton  velvet, 
harlequins  made  up  of  old  carpets,  Sorrento  peas- 
ant women's  dresses  in  gay  colors,  Pulcinellos,  and, 
above  all,  shining  helmets,  with  cuirass  of  card- 
board to  match,  and  wooden  swords.  Masquerad- 
ing costumes  were  on  hire  everywhere  for  a  few 
lire;  they  gave  a  merry  tone  to  these  dull  lanes, 
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hanging  even  from  the  first-floor  balconies,  stick- 
ing out  in  a  row  from  the  damp,  dark  shops  with 
grinning,  devilish  masks,  or  showing  sickly  faces 
of  white  or  greeny-blue  satin. 

Wherever  one  went,  in  lower  class  neighbor- 
hoods as  well  as  in  aristocratic  parts,  one  could 
see  a  lively  movement,  cheerful  labor,  a  noisy 
bustling  about,  a  never-ending  activity,  a  daily  and 
nightly  ferment  of  all  forces,  the  constant,  lively, 
energetic  action  of  a  whole  peaceful,  laborious 
town,  intent  upon  one  single  piece  of  work,  given 
up  to  it  heart  and  mind,  hand  and  foot,  using  up 
its  nerves,  blood,  and  muscles  in  this  one  tremen- 
dous work.  Everywhere,  everywhere,  one  guessed 
or  knew  it;  it  caught  the  eye;  it  was  written  up 
what  this  great  work  was — "For  the  coming  car- 
nival festivities." 

Nothing  else  but  the  carnival.  The  great  city 
gave  itself  over  to  that  impetuous,  joyous  exertion, 
not  for  love  of  work  in  itself — for  work  that  is  the 
cause  and  consequence  of  well-doing,  which  in  it- 
self is  the  groundwork  of  goodness  and  respecta- 
bility. The  great  town  had  not  given  itself  over 
to  that  lively  activity  for  any  immediate  civic  rea- 
son, for  hygienic  improvements,  industrial  art  ex- 
hibitions, changing  old  quarters  or  making  new 
ones:  it  was  for  the  carnival  only — a  carnival  by 
official  decree  of  the  Prefecture  and  of  the  Munici- 
pal Palace;  a  carnival  warmed  up  by  committees, 
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associations,  commissions,  set  agoing  by  thou- 
sands of  people,  arranged  and  carried  out  as  a 
great  institution,  widely  spread  in  the  minds  of 
the  whole  five  hundred  thousand  inhabitants,  made 
to  resound  as  far  as  the  southern  provinces,  echo- 
ing even  to  Rome  and  to  Florence,  putting  in  the 
place  of  any  other  project,  initiative,  or  work,  this 
of  the  carnival;  nothing  but  the  carnival — enthu- 
siastically, even  deliriously. 

But,  as  at  the  bottom  of  all  joyous  things  in  this 
land  of  Cockayne,  there  is  an  ever-flowing  vein  of 
bitterness.  This  carnival,  that  turned  all  the  gravest 
persons  and  things  in  the  town  into  fun  and  mas- 
querade— this  carnival  was  a  merciful  thing.  From 
autumn  to  January  the  damp,  grievous  sirocco 
had  blown  in  Naples'  streets,  overcoming  the  ener- 
gies of  healthy  people,  and  making  invalids'  mala- 
dies worse.  The  winter  crowd  of  foreigners  was 
smaller  than  usual.  Many  works  had  been  stopped 
for  a  time,  and  those  just  starting  had  been  delayed, 
so  that  many  poor  people  slept  on  the  church  steps 
under  San  Francesco  di  Paola  portico  and  the 
Immacolata  obelisk  in  Piazza  Gesu.  A  great 
wind  of  fasting  had  blown  with  the  sirocco,  so 
that  the  official  carnival,  carried  out  by  the  desire 
of  thousands,  was  intended,  if  it  succeeded,  to  sat- 
isfy for  ten  days  at  least  a  lot  of  starving  people, 
from  shoe-binders  to  flower-makers,  from  tailors 
to  shop-clerks,  from  wandering  salesmen  to  the 
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small  shopkeepers.  Twenty  days'  carnival!  That 
is  to  say,  ten  days'  bread,  and  a  relish  with  it. 
The  idea  had  been  taken  up  at  once.  All  helped, 
even  the  least  enterprising,  knowing  they  were 
putting  out  their  money  at  good  interest.  Carni- 
val, carnival  everywhere,  in  the  streets  and  bal- 
conies, in  the  gateways  and  houses  1 

On  that  Shrovetide  Thursday  the  humid  winter 
sirocco  had  a  spring  softness.  Toledo  Road, 
where  the  carnival  spread  from  one  end  to  the 
other,  both  in  its  popular  and  fashionable  form, 
had  put  on  an  extraordinary  appearance.  All  the 
big  shops  were  shut.  The  tradesmen  and  their 
wives  wished  to  enjoy  the  day's  outing,  also  they 
were  nervous  about  their  plate-glass  windows.  All 
the  signs  were  covered  with  linen  or  tow,  as  were 
the  gas-lamps.  As  to  the  common  smaller  shops, 
they  had  taken  out  the  glass  and  put  up  wooden 
platforms,  and  the  owners,  with  their  friends  and 
children,  sat  with  a  store  of  caraways,  having  to 
do  battle  almost  face  to  face  with  the  people  on 
the  pavement;  but  they  bravely  flourished  their 
ladles  all  the  same.  The  balconies  on  the  first 
floor  were  all  differently  draped  with  bright,  cheap 
muslins,  put  up  with  a  few  nails  or  pins,  with  a 
very  Southern  and  rather  barbarous  love  of  gay 
colors,  some  in  the  style  of  church  decorations,  blue, 
red,  white,  and  gold,  some  tucked  back  with  big 
camellias,  roses,  and  dahlias,  to  make  the  balcony 
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look  like  an  alcove,  an  actress's  room,  a  saint's 
niche,  or  a  wild  beasts'  show  even.  The  finest 
and  smartest  hangings  began  near  Santa  Brigida. 
Some  Swiss  gentlemen  had  had  a  native  cottage 
put  up  in  their  balcony,  and  the  ladies  wore  simple, 
rather  silly,  costumes,  with  hair  down,  a  big  cap, 
and  gold  crosses  at  their  necks.  Just  after  that, 
at  Santa  Brigida,  a  great  man's  natural  son  had 
hung  his  balconies  with  dark-blue  velvet,  covered 
with  a  silver  net,  which  might  represent  the  firma- 
ment, the  kingdom  of  the  moon,  or  the  sea,  but,  at 
any  rate,  it  surprised  the  good  Naples  folk.  A 
balcony  near  the  Conte  di  Mola  Lane  was  made 
into  a  kitchen,  with  a  stove,  kettle,  frying  and  stew 
pans,  and  eight  or  ten  youths  of  good  family 
worked  as  cooks  and  scullions,  with  white  caps  and 
aprons.  A  notoriously  fair  woman,  whose  beauty 
brought  her  wealth  and  led  her  into  deadly  sin, 
had  changed  her  balcony  into  a  Japanese  hut,  all 
stuffs  and  tapestries.  Now  and  then  she  appeared 
wrapped  in  flowing,  soft  robes,  just  gathered  in  at 
the  waist,  with  her  black  hair  caught  up  in  a  shiny 
knot  held  by  pins,  her  eyebrows  arched  in  an 
unvarying  look  of  surprise. 

The  common  people  smiled  admiringly  as  they 
passed.  They  said,  with  their  sole,  vague  idea  of 
the  East,  "The  Sultana,  the  Sultana!"  All  these 
balconies,  draped  from  one  end  of  the  street  to  the 
other,  and  the  shop  decorations,  began  to  make  one 
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dizzy  with  bright  colors,  firing  the  imagination, 
giving  that  quick  feeling  of  voluptuous  joy  South- 
erners get  from  outside  impressions.  Toward 
eleven,  wandering  salesmen  began  to  go  about, 
shrieking  out  their  wares.  They  sold  little  boxes 
of  inferior  sweets  made  in  bright  colors — red  bags, 
green  and  white  boxes,  lilac  and  yellow  horns,  car- 
ried in  big,  flat  baskets  in  one  hand.  They  sold 
artificial  flowers  also,  made  into  sprays,  cockades, 
and  bunches,  tied  on  to  long  poles.  Real  flowers 
were  sold,  too — white  camellias  and  perfumed  vio- 
lets, from  big  baskets;  also  masks,  ladles,  linen 
bags  for  caraways,  red  and  yellow  paper  sun- 
flowers, that  twirled  round  at  every  breath  of  wind 
like  wild  things.  They  sold  a  bad  quality  of  cara- 
ways, bought  cheap,  intended  to  be  sold  dear  in 
the  blind,  furious  time  of  the  battle. 

At  midday  the  traffic  in  sweetmeat-boxes,  flowers, 
musks,  and  windmills  began.  Already  the  crowd 
began  to  fill  the  balconies  and  pavements,  running 
up  hurriedly  from  all  the  side-streets.  On  the  first 
floor  windows  and  balconies  a  living,  many-colored 
hedge  of  women  swayed  about.  There  was  a  shim- 
mer of  girlish  forms  brightly  dressed;  their  faces 
gently  moved  up  and  down  like  big  pink  and  white 
flower-heads,  with  a  blood-red  touch  now  and  then 
from  an  open  parasol  or  scarlet  hat.  The  balconies 
and  windows  of  the  second  story  were  filled  with 
still  more  excited  people,  while  on  the  fourth  chil- 
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dren  and  girls  here  and  there  had  thought  of  let- 
ting down  a  basket  tied  to  a  long  bit  of  ribbon  to 
fish  with,  smiling  from  above  on  some  kindly 
stranger,  who  put  a  flower,  some  sweets,  or  a 
chocolate-box  into  the  baskets  of  these  smiling 
beings  so  near  the  sky.  The  people  increased 
everywhere.  Traffic  with  the  hawkers  went  on 
from  the  balconies  to  the  streets,  with  loud  discus- 
sions, offers,  and  rejections,  making  the  noise  twice 
as  great. 

Caraways  were  not  to  be  thrown  before  two 
o'clock,  by  the  committee's  express  order,  but  some 
stray  fights  were  started  already.  At  San  Sepolcro 
corner  a  peasant  nurse,  slowly  swinging  her  petti- 
coats, was  fired  at  by  some  schoolboys  at  close 
quarters.  A  grave  gentleman,  in  top-hat  and  long 
greatcoat,  was  violently  assaulted  in  Carita  Square. 
He  tried  to  go  at  them  with  his  stick,  but  he  was 
hissed.  Then  he  called  for  the  police,  announcing 
pompously  he  was  Cavaliere  Domenico  Mayer,  a 
State  functionary;  but  the  police  would  not  help, 
saying  it  was  carnival,  and  that  he  should  not  tempt 
people  with  his  top-hat.  And  then  the  misan- 
thropic Secretary  of  the  Finance  Department,  full 
of  bitterness,  had  gone  into  the  San  Liborio  Lane 
to  escape.  A  lady  in  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  not 
able  to  move  from  one  spot  in  the  pavement  near 
San  Giacomo,  had  a  continuous  shower  of  cara- 
ways poured  on  her  by  a  child  on  the  third  story. 
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She  heard  it  fall  on  her  felt  and  feathers  without 
daring  to  move  or  raise  her  head  lest  she  should 
get  the  caraways  in  her  face. 

At  two  o'clock  exactly  a  cannon-shot  was  heard 
in  the  distance.  Then  there  was  a  sigh  of  relief 
from  one  end  of  Toledo  to  the  other,  from  the 
street  to  the  upper  stories,  and  the  crowd  swayed 
about. 

The  four  Rossi  Palace  balconies,  first  floor  on 
the  right,  were  draped  in  blue  and  white  linen, 
caught  back  by  big  red  camellias.  Luisella  Fra- 
gala  and  her  guests  had  selected  white  and  blue 
dominoes,  with  high,  ridiculous  hats  and  red  cock- 
ades, and  all  the  Naddeos,  all  the  Durantes,  all 
the  Antonaccis,  fat  or  thin,  young  or  old,  wore 
dominoes  made  in  the  house  themselves  to  save 
their  clothes  from  white  powder,  and,  according 
to  them,  give  an  elegant  look  to  the  balcony.  Some 
looked  like  big  bundles,  others  like  long  ghosts; 
but  the  carnival  madness  had  overcome  these 
middle-class  women.  Besides  all,  trade  was  flour- 
ishing in  these  days.  So  many  goods  were  sold; 
the  men  came  back  to  the  house  in  high  good- 
humor,  while  all  winter  had  been  one  complaint, 
and  economy  had  got  narrower  and  harder  to  bear. 
'How  happy  they  were,  all  these  placid,  industrious 
little  women  at  sharing  this  carnival  excitement, 
in  their  blue  and  white  fancy  dresses  and  red  cock- 
ades, Luisella  Fragala  had  thought  out  the  cos- 
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tume,  and  that  monkey  Carmela  Naddeo  took  up 
the  idea  at  once  and  made  others  follow  suit.  They 
were  all  there,  ladles  in  hand,  guessing  what  sort 
of  carriages  were  to  appear,  exaggerating,  argu- 
ing, shrieking,  laughing,  hanging  over  the  railings 
to  see  if  any  carriages  were  coming  round  by  the 
Museum.  Only  sometimes  a  cloud  came  over 
Luisella  Fragala's  face;  some  unhappy  thought 
was  behind  her  brown  eyes.  Perhaps  she  was 
troubled  by  the  thought  that  the  balcony  hang- 
ings would  be  spoiled  by  the  confetti.  Perhaps 
she  would  have  liked  to  keep  the  shop  open  even 
on  that  profitable  Carnival  Thursday,  her  love  of 
selling  having  instinctively  grown  so  great,  as  if 
by  that  alone  she  saw  a  chance  of  being  saved 
from  imminent  peril.  Perhaps  she  secretly  re- 
gretted Cesare  Fragala's  absence.  He  had  often 
been  away  lately,  and  had  disappeared  early  that 
Thursday,  too. 

But  these  clouds  were  fleeting.  Luisella  was 
going  about  from  one  balcony  to  another  with  her 
hood  down,  vainly  looking  for  places  for  the  Mayer 
family,  who  had  come  without  being  invited.  All 
quietly  snubbed  them,  so  as  not  to  give  up  their 
places,  saying  to  each  other  that  the  mother  and 
daughter  had  no  dominoes,  and  they  made  a  false 
note  on  the  balcony.  They  set  themselves  in  the 
third  row,  the  mother,  as  usual,  rheumatic,  and 
wrapped  in  flannel  to  the  finger-tips'  the  girl's 
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big  eyes  still  dully  misanthropic,  as  were  her 
swollen,  discolored  lips;  the  brother,  as  usual, 
very  hungry. 

"We  shall  not  get  even  a  chocolate-box,"  they 
grumbled  one  after  the  other,  muttering  with  their 
unending  rage  against  humanity. 

But  the  great  carnival  wave,  with  ever-increas- 
ing force,  swallowed  up  their  rage  against  man- 
kind also.  The  noise  among  the  carriages  got 
tremendous.  The  confetti  war  had  begun  between 
them  and  the  pony-carts,  done  up  with  myrtle  as 
an  attempt  at  decoration,  all  being  well  filled  with 
masqueraders  of  both  sexes  dressed  in  bright-col- 
ored calicoes.  The  Parascandolos,  who  lived  on 
the  other  side  of  the  Rossi  Palace,  kept  their  bal- 
cony shut,  for  the  Signora  considered  herself  in 
mourning;  but  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  in  a 
Russian  linen  dust  cloak  and  cap,  with  a  bag  of 
sweets  hung  round  his  neck,  after  walking  along 
Toledo,  greeted  from  hundreds  of  balconies,  where 
his  past,  present,  and  future  clients  were,  had  gone 
to  his  club  at  Santa  Brigida,  and  from  there,  amid  a 
group  of  young  and  old  boon  companions,  made  a 
life  of  it,  as  they  said  there.  They  joked  about  him, 
asked  him  how  many  cars  he  had  lent  money  for,  and 
if  it  was  true  his  collection  of  bills  was  increased 
by  many  princely  autographs.  Ninetto  Costa,  the 
smart,  lucky  stockbroker,  who  had  his  own  reasons 
for  making  a  fuss  with  him,  said,  to  flatter  him, 
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that  not  a  handful  of  caraways  was  thrown  that 
day  he  was  not  interested  in  either  providing  or 
scattering.  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo  laughed 
paternally,  not  denying  it.  He  answered  those 
who  asked  him  for  coppers  as  a  joke,  "I  have  had 
to  get  the  loan  of  a  thousand  lire  from  a  friend 
to  hold  carnival  with."  Others  around  shouted, 
whistled,  but  always  flattered  him.  One  never 
knew  when  one  might  fall  into  his  hands.  He 
stood  out  among  them  all  by  his  great  height  and 
the  little  cap  oddly  set  on  his  big  head,  throwing 
ladlefuls  of  caraways  at  the  carriages  and  pony- 
carts. 

Slovenly  as  usual,  in  her  black  dress,  grown 
greenish,  and  her  torn  shawl-fringe,  Carmela,  the 
cigar-maker,  had  established  herself  at  the  corner 
of  D'Affitto  Lane,  looking  at  the  passing  carriages 
with  her  hollow  eyes,  her  fine  fresh  mouth  working 
impatiently,  the  only  feature  that  was  still  young 
in  her  worn  face.  Handfuls,  ladlefuls  of  cara- 
ways often  flew  from  the  balconies  and  the  street, 
frequently  hitting  her  face  or  back;  but  she  only 
moved  a  little  to  avoid  the  missiles,  smiling  as  she 
did  so2  and  wiping  her  face  with  a  corner  of  her 
shawl. 

She  was  waiting  there  to  see  her  lover,  RafTaele — 
called  by  his  friends  Farfariello  (Little  Butterfly) 
— pass.  He  was  in  a  carriage  with  four  others,  all 
dressed  alike  j,  andx  indeed,  to  get  this  dressi  she  had 
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had  to  sell  some  copper  pans,  a  chest  of  drawers, 
and  two  long  branches  of  artificial  flowers  under 
a  glass  case,  all  things  she  was  keeping  for  her 
marriage.  How  it  tore  her  heart  to  sell  these 
things,  bought  bit  by  bit  by  dint  of  hard  saving! 
But  Raffaele  had  insisted  on  having  forty  lire — 
blood  from  a  snail — because  he  was  in  despair  at 
making  a  poor  appearance  among  his  friends;  and 
she,  getting  white  when  she  heard  him  swear,  had 
sold  all  these  things,  and,  like  a  fool,  was  quite 
pleased  at  heart  when  she  handed  him  the  money, 
because  he  had  smiled  and  promised  to  take  her 
and  her  mother  to  an  inn  at  Campobasso  the  last 
Carnival  Sunday  if  she  took  as  much  as  even  a 
"double"  in  Saturday's  lottery.  She,  quite  proud 
of  this  fantastic  promise,  kept  down  her  heart's 
bitterness,  and  was  as  untidy  as  a  beggar  that  car- 
nival day,  her  hair  falling  on  her  neck,  without 
a  soldo  in  her  pocket,  to  see  her  handsome  lover 
passing  proudly  in  a  carriage,  smoking  a  Neapoli- 
tan cigar,  in  new  clothes  and  hat  on  one  side,  with 
that  intensely  indifferent  look  characteristic  of  the 
guappo  (the  lower  class  dandy),  or  aspirants  to  it. 
She  waited  patiently,  thinking  only  of  him,  not 
caring  about  her  day's  work,  as  there  was  a  holiday 
at  the  factory.  She  quietly  bore  all  the  pushing 
about  that  noonday  carnival  that  she  took  no  part 
in,  for  she  was  wrapped  up  like  a  Buddhist  in 
contemplation  of  her  lover. 
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On  the  people  went,  on  foot  and  in  carriages, 
through  the  clouds  of  caraways,  flowers,  choco- 
lates, through  the  shower  of  colored  paper  from 
the  upper  stories,  where,  as  they  were  not  able 
to  take  part  in  the  caraway  war,  they  amused  them- 
selves in  that  way.  The  noise  got  clamorous,  sway- 
ing about  sonorously,  rising  to  the  skies  that  gentle 
sirocco  day. 

Carmela,  confused  by  the  noise  and  wild  sights 
that  noonday,  when  Naples'  rejoicing  became  epic, 
screwed  up  her  eyes,  not  to  lose  sight  of  the  two- 
horse  carriages  going  along  at  walking  pace,  white 
with  powder.  Now  and  then  one  of  the  large  cars 
appeared.  There  was  the  Parthenope  Siren,  a 
huge,  pink  lady  with  blond  hair  hanging  down. 
She  was  made  of  cardboard,  and  the  body  ended 
up  in  blue  waves.  This  Siren  was  dragged  along 
on  a  car  full  of  men  dressed  as  fish — oysters,  carp, 
bull-heads.  One  car  represented  a  merchant  ves- 
sel. The  ship  had  rigging  and  sailors  dressed  in 
pink  and  white  stripes,  also  in  blue  and  white  with 
long  red  caps.  There  was  a  car  with  eight  or  ten 
Jacks-in-the-box,  from  which  gentlemen  dressed  in 
satin  burst  out  in  the  midst  of  flowers.  On  one  car 
all  the  Neapolitan  masks  were  shown:  Pulcinella 
Tartaglia,  Don  Nicolai,  Columbina,  Barilotto, 
the  clown,  the  guappo,  the  old  woman — even  to 
the  newest  mask  of  a  pretentious,  fast  youth,  Don 
Felice  Scioscimocca. 
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When  these  cars  passed,  very  slowly,  almost 
quivering  on  their  wheels,  showering  down  cara- 
way, confetti,  and  presents,  they  were  much  ap- 
plauded. The  Siren  excited  rather  coarse  jokes; 
the  ship  was  thought  picturesque;  the  Jacks-in-the- 
box  luxurious  and  smart;  and  the  Neapolitan  masks 
were  hailed  with  shouts  of  recognition  and  quick^ 
flying  dialogues  from  all  the  balconies  in  dialect, 
which  the  masks  replied  to  in  a  lively  way.  There 
was  one  swaying  movement  from  the  top  to  the 
bottom  of  Toledo,  both  in  the  balconies  and  the 
crowds  round  the  carriages. 

Carmela  looked  and  looked.  She  saw  the  two 
sisters,  Concetta  and  Caterina,  pass  in  a  carriage, 
the  horses  covered  with  flowers  stuck  in  the  shiny 
brass  harness.  She  had  owed  Donna  Concetta 
thirty-five  lire  for  ever  so  long,  and  managed  to 
give  her  a  few  lire  now  and  then  just  for  interest, 
and  she  had  often  staked  on  the  small  game  with 
Donna  Caterina  when  she  had  not  enough  money 
for  the  Government  Lottery,  or,  perhaps,  only  a 
soldo  left.  The  sisters  were  in  full  dress,  the  hair 
done  up  like  a  trophy  on  the  top  of  the  head  with 
gold  chains,  and  they  wore  heavy  necklaces,  pearl 
earrings,  thick  rings,  keeping  up  their  usual  dis- 
creet, severe  expression,  casting  oblique  glances, 
and  pursing  up  their  lips.  Two  men  were  with 
them  in  workmen's  Sunday  attire,  with  shiny  long 
hair,  hat  over  the  ear,  in  black  jackets,  with  a  stump 
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of  a  cigar  in  a  corner  of  the  mouth.  The  four, 
silent  and  solemn,  looked  at  each  other  now  and 
then  with  serious,  pleased  glances  of  gratified 
pride,  shaking  their  heads  to  get  rid  of  the  cara- 
ways on  their  hat-brims,  smiling  at  the  people 
who  threw  them.  They  looked  to  right  and  left 
haughtily,  just  like  rich  upstarts. 

Carmela  bit  her  lips  on  seeing  the  two  calm, 
ferocious  heapers-up  of  other  people's  money,  but 
immediately  after  the  usual  words  came  from  her 
heart  to  her  lips: 

"It  doesn't  matter,  it  doesn't  matter." 
But  a  very  original  car  was  coming  down  from 
the  top  of  the  Toledo  Road,  raising  a  colossal 
laugh,  from  right  to  left,  up  and  down.  It  was  a 
great  bed,  with  a  bright  pink  cotton  quilt,  of  the 
kind  used  in  Naples,  It  had  an  open  canopy,  with 
images  of  the  Virgin  and  patron  saints  on  the 
hangings.  In  bed,  tucked  in  with  white  sheets, 
were  two  people,  with  huge  pasteboard  heads,  one 
an  old  man  in  a  night-cap,  the  other  an  old  woman 
in  a  mob-cap.  They  were  very  affected  old  people ; 
they  nodded  their  great  heads,  pulled  the  coverlids 
from  each  other  with  that  selfish,  shivering  habit 
old  people  have;  offering  snuff  to  each  other,  bow- 
ing, sneezing,  and  stretching  themselves  out;  greet- 
ing people  in  the  balconies,  thanking  them  for  the 
shower  of  caraways  they  got,  and  shaking  them  off 
the  bedclothes.  It  was  not  found  out  who 
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were,  but  they  displayed  that  familiar  caricature 
• — a  corner  of  a  bedroom — without  any  one  think- 
ing it  too  coarse ;  for  Southerns  are  used  to  sleeping 
in  the  open  air;  they  live  so  much  in  public  in  this 
warm,  easy-going  country. 

What  about  it?  Every  one  laughed.  Even  the 
people  in  Don  Crescenzio's  shop  at  Nunzio  Cor- 
ner, just  beyond  Carita  Passage,  laughed.  It  was 
really  the  lottery  bank,  No.  117,  a  shop  usually 
shut  from  Saturday  at  noon  till  Tuesday,  the  crush 
beginning  on  Thursday  up  to  Saturday  at  twelve 
o'clock. 

Don  Crescenzio,  the  lottery  banker,  a  handsome 
man,  with  a  red  beard,  worked  there  with  his  two 
lads,  who  were  anything  but  lads :  one,  an  old  man 
of  seventy,  bent,  half-blind,  his  nose  always  on  the 
gambling  register,  made  people  say  their  lottery 
numbers  three  times,  to  make  no  mistakes,  and 
wrote  them  very,  very  slowly.  The  other  was  a 
colorless  type  of  no  particular  age;  his  face  had 
undecided  lines,  his  beard  was  an  indefinite  color, 
one  of  those  queer  beings  that  are  employed  as 
witnesses  by  ushers,  as  middlemen  at  the  pawn- 
'shop,  as  distributors  of  handbills,  and  agents  for 
furnished  rooms.  Don  Crescenzio  lorded  it  over 
his  two  young  men.  That  Thursday  he  had  quite 
changed  his  shop,  putting  up  a  gallery  in  it  draped 
in  white  and  crimson,  to  which  he  invited  his  best 
customers.  Yes2  they  were  all  there2  those  that 
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came  every  week  to  put  down  the  best  of  their 
income — money  hardly  earned,  either  snatched 
from  domestic  economies,  or  got  by  cunning  expe- 
dient, bold  at  first,  and  then  shameful. 

All  were  there  at  the  lottery  shop  which  had 
been  turned  into  a  stand.  The  Marchese  di  For- 
mosa, Don  Carlo  Cavalcanti,  with  his  lordly  air; 
Dr.  Trifari,  red  of  face,  hair,  and  beard,  bloated 
as  if  he  were  going  to  burst,  a  suspicious  look  in 
his  false  blue  eyes;  Professor  Colaneri,  more  than 
ever  that  day,  clearly  showing  the  indelible  marks 
of  a  priest  who  has  given  up  the  Church;  then 
Ninetto  Costa,  come  from  his  club  in  Don  Gen- 
naro  Parascandolo's  company,  felt  drawn  by  a  pow- 
erful, irresistible  desire  to  his  haunt;  and  eight  or 
ten  more — a  court  judge,  a  steward  of  a  princely 
house,  a  sickly  painter  of  saints,  and  Cozzolino  the 
barber,  who  was  a  great  Cabalist,  down  to  the 
shoeblack  Michele,  in  a  corner  on  the  ground,  a 
hunchback  and  lame,  his  wrinkled  old  face  full  of 
unrestrained  passion;  beside  him  was  Gaetano,  the 
glove-cutter,  more  worn  and  pale  than  before,  his 
eyes  burning  with  discontent,  uneasiness  in  every 
line  of  his  face.  Don  Crescenzio's  clients  held 
their  carnival  in  the  shop  dear  to  their  ruling  pas- 
sion, and  as  they  were  tormented  to  buy  caraways, 
they,  too,  threw  them  at  the  carriages,  but  mostly 
at  the  passers-by,  among  whom  they  found  ac- 
quaintances sometimes.  No  one  was  surprised  to 
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see  such  different  sorts  of  people  together — a  Mar- 
chese,  a  stock-broker,  a  court  judge,  a  doctor,  a 
professor,  down  to  a  workman.  Carnival,  car- 
nival! The  gentle  popular  madness  had  seized  all 
brains;  the  mild  weather,  the  bright  colors,  the 
whims  in  the  thousands  of  vehicles  passing,  the 
clamor  of  a  hundred  thousand  people  overpowered 
even  those  suffering  from  another  fever,  which  was 
pushed  back  for  a  time  into  a  corner  of  the  mind. 
When  Cesare  Fragala  passed  on  foot,  laughing 
and  shouting,  in  a  Russia-linen  dust-cloak  and  trav- 
eling-cap, two  long  bags  of  caraways  at  his  sides, 
which  he  emptied  against  balconies  of  his  ac- 
quaintances and  went  filling  again  at  every  corner 
of  the  street  from  wandering  salesmen,  joking  with 
every  one,  fat,  strong,  and  jovial,  needing  an  outlet 
to  his  spirits — when  he  passed  before  Don  Cres- 
cenzio's  shop  there  was  a  chorus  of  greetings. 
Under  the  Rossi  Palace,  before  his  own  balconies, 
he  had  already  had  half  an  hour's  fight  from  be- 
low with  his  wife  and  her  friends.  Luisella,  Car- 
mela  Naddeo,  the  Durantes,  and  the  Antonaccis 
had  thought  Cesare's  idea  so  original  and  he  so 
charming  that  they  had  knocked  him  down  by  dint 
of  caraway  showers;  he  had  been  obliged  to  run 
away,  laughing,  keeping  down  his  head,  pulling 
his  cap  over  his  ears.  There  were  noisy  greetings, 
therefore,  from  Don  Crescenzio's  shop,  and  calls 
for  him  to  come  in.  Was  he  not  a  customer,  too2 
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always  hopeful  of  getting  eighty  thousand  lire 
hard  cash  to  open  a  shop  in  San  Ferdinando?  But 
Cesare  was  well  pleased  with  wandering  about 
alone,  laughing  and  shrieking  with  every  one, 
struck  by  the  caraways,  red  in  the  face,  panting 
with  health  and  merriment. 

He  went  about  among  the  carts  and  carriages, 
borne  along  by  the  crowd,  through  a  burst  of  ex- 
citement, which  the  time  of  day  made  keener.  The 
quietest  did  silly  things  now.  Those  standing  on 
the  cars,  at  first  only  jolly,  behaved  like  so  many 
demons.  Raffaele,  nicknamed  Farfariello,  passed 
in  a  carriage ;  to  be  seen  better,  he  and  his  friends 
had  made  up  their  minds  to  sit  on  the  roof.  From 
there  they  waved  white  silk  handkerchiefs,  tied  to 
sticks  like  flags,  at  the  crowd.  Alas!  he  did  not  see 
her,  the  girl  who  waited  so  many  hours  for  him  at 
the  corner  of  D'Affitto  Lane.  She,  having  cried 
out,  waved  her  arms  and  a  bit  of  white  stuff,  felt 
stunned  at  the  neglect,  but  whispered  to  herself  as 
a  consolation,  "It  does  not  matter." 

But  she  still  stayed  there,  hemmed  in  by  that 
growing  carnival  frenzy.  A  thicker  crowd  closed 
in  under  the  balcony  where  the  lovely  lady  dressed 
as  a  Japanese  was.  She,  getting  excited,  began  to 
send  down  a  shower  of  confetti  by  handfuls  and 
boxfuls,  as  if  she  had  a  store  in  the  house,  a  servant 
handing  them  to  her.  A  shout  from  vagabonds 
and  enthusiastic  working  folk  rose  to  the  skies. 
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while  she  from  above,  quite  serious,  but  a  pink 
flame  in  her  cheeks,  recklessly  flung  down  confetti, 
sweets,  and  chocolate-boxes.  On  the  balcony 
draped  with  blue  and  silver  net,  the  exalted  per- 
sonage's son  had  thought  of  the  joke  of  tying  a  bot- 
tle of  champagne,  a  game  pie,  or  a  big  chocolate- 
box,  to  a  long  rod,  and  letting  it  down  to  the  level 
of  the  crowd's  outstretched  hands,  pulling  it  up, 
dancing  it  about,  amid  the  longing  cries  uplifted 
hands,  and  open  mouths  of  the  people  below,  until 
a  shout  of  triumph  announced  some  lucky  one  had 
carried  off  the  prize  of  the  new  Cockayne.  The 
rod  was  pulled  up,  and  the  young  fellows,  who  had 
taken  a  mad  fancy  to  the  game,  tied  on  some  other 
eatable  or  drinkable — a  bottle  of  wine,  a  cheese 
wrapped  in  silver  paper,  or  a  bag  of  confetti,  and 
the  game  started  again,  with  an  unutterable  row 
and  obstruction  to  traffic.  The  men  in  the  cars 
now,  having  taken  in  new  stores  as  the  evening 
went  on,  danced,  sang,  and  threw  things,  as  if  they 
were  mad. 

It  was  at  this  most  exciting  time  of  the  day  that 
a  new  cart  came  out  from  a  side  street,  arriving 
late,  the  horses  drawing  it  at  a  foot-pace.  It  was 
queer  and  fantastic,  being  a  philosopher's  chemi- 
cal laboratory,  where  a  gloomy  old  Faust  sat  curs- 
ing all  human  things  in  a  frozen,  melancholy  way, 
It  formed  a  dark  room,  with  two  shelves  of  books, 
a  furnace,  and  an  alchemist's  retort,  and  there  was 
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an  open  Koran  on  a  carved  wooden  desk.  A  bent 
old  man  in  a  black  velvet  skull-cap,  with  a  long 
yellowy-white  beard,  tottered  about  the  car,  throw- 
ing boxes  of  sweets  shaped  like  books,  retorts,  alem- 
bics, furnaces,  to  the  crowd  in  the  streets  and  bal- 
conies, each  having  a  figure  of  Mephistopheles. 
But  they  were  good  sweets.  Then  a  chimerical 
touch  got  into  the  carnival  fury.  The  sorcerer's 
car  seemed  quite  supernatural.  The  old  man, 
whom  the  laughing  women  in  the  balconies  called 
the  Devil,  his  bald  head  in  the  skull-cap  quiver- 
ing, threw  out  things,  magically  producing  them 
from  beneath  the  car.  Now  and  then  amid  the 
clamor  of  the  populace  a  shrill  voice  called  out  to 
the  decrepit  sorcerer,  "Give  us  lottery  numbers! 
Give  us  money!" 

Having  got  to  San  Ferdinando,  Faust's  car 
turned  to  go  back  the  same  way  up  Toledo  Road, 
when  a  most  curious,  unexpected  thing  happened. 
The  old  man  took  out  of  a  copper  alembic,  beside 
the  boxes  of  sweets,  long,  narrow  strips  of  yellow 
paper  and  threw  them  to  the  crowd,  who  rushed 
furiously  upon  them.  A  shout  went  before,  and 
followed  Faust's  car,  "They  are  storni,  storni!" 

To  carry  out  a  new,  splendid,  freak  of  generos- 
ity pleasing  to  the  people,  the  old  man  threw  lot- 
tery tickets  of  two  or  three  numbers,  paid  and 
ready  for  the  following  Saturday's  drawing,  at  two 
soldi  each,  called  storni.  He  nobly  threw  handfuls 
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of  them  to  the  people,  laughing  in  his  thick,  white 
beard,  forgetting  he  was  old,  wagging  his  head 
back  in  ferocious  glee. 

What  a  shout  everywhere,  from  the  streets  and 
windows  up  to  the  pale  evening  sky!  What  a  long 
shout  of  desire  and  enthusiasm!  The  whole  popu- 
lation raised  their  hands  and  arms  as  if  to  seize 
the  promised  land.  They  cast  themselves  on  the 
ground  and  kicked  each  other,  so  as  to  snatch  a 
lottery  ticket,  with  its  conditional  promise  of  ten 
or  two  hundred  lire.  What  joyous  excitement 
among  men,  wromen,  boys,  rich  and  poor,  needy 
and  contented!  What  an  irresistible  rush,  that 
from  holy  fear  respected  the  sorcerer's  car;  they 
made  a  triumph  for  him  of  glorious  shouts  from 
one  end  of  the  Toledo  Road  to  the  other!  But 
when  he  had  thrown  ten  thousand  tickets  to  the 
crowd  he  disappeared,  no  one  knew  where  or  how. 

That  day,  Dr.  Antonio  Amati  met  Margherita, 
the  maid,  on  the  staircase  as  she  was  going  in,  too, 
rather  tired.  Bruskly,  as  if  he  would  have  pre- 
ferred not  to  speak,  perhaps,  he  asked  her: 

"How  is  your  mistress?" 

"She  is  better,"  the  old  domestic  said  in  a 
low  voice.  "WThy  have  you  not  been  to  see  her, 
sir?" 

"I  have  much  to  do,"  the  doctor  muttered,  with- 
out, however,  knocking  at  his  door. 
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"That  is  true ;  but  you  are  so  kind,  sir." 

"And  then  there  was  no  need  of  me,"  he  added 
in  a  hesitating  tone. 

"Who  can  tell?"  Margherita  retorted  in  a  still 
lower  and  mysterious  voice.  "Why  don't  you 
come  in  now,  sir?" 

"I  will  come,"  he  said,  with  his  head  down,  as 
if  he  was  giving  in  to  a  superior  will. 

She  put  a  key  in  the  lock  and  opened  it,  going 
before  the  doctor  into  the  quiet  house,  right  on  to 
the  drawing-room,  and  he,  though  accustomed  to 
keep  down  his  own  impressions,  felt  at  once  the 
cold  silence  and  emptiness  of  the  big  room.  He 
found  the  girl  in  black  before  him,  smiling 
vaguely,  holding  out  her  hand — a  long,  cold,  tiny 
one,  which  he  kept  a  minute  in  his,  more  as  a  doc- 
tor than  a  friend. 

"Are  you  quite  well  again?" 

He  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  feeling  the  oppressive 
surroundings. 

"Not  altogether,"  she  said  in  her  clear,  tired 
voice.  "I  had  another  fainting  fit  one  night;  but 
very  short — at  least,  I  think  so." 

"Did  no  one  come  to  your  help?"  he  said  regret- 
fully. 

"No;  no  one  knew  about  it;  it  was  at  night,  in 
my  own  room.  It  doesn't  matter,"  she  added,  with 
a  slight  smile. 

"Why  did  you  not  go  to  the  country?" 
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"My  father  hates  the  country,"  she  said.  "I 
will  not  leave  him  here  alone." 

"But  why  do  you  not  go  out?  It  is  carnival  to- 
day; why  did  you  not  go  to  see  it?  Do  you  want 
to  die  of  melancholy?" 

"Signora  Fragala  did  ask  me,  Hut  I  hardly  know 
her.  I  think  I  would  have  had  to  wear  a  mask. 
My  father  does  not  like  such  things;  and  he  is 
right." 

She  spoke  in  a  gentle,  pretty  voice,  witK  a  tired 
sound  in  it.  Amati,  who  had  been  working  all 
that  day  by  sick  beds  while  others  enjoyed  the  car- 
nival, felt  rested  by  that  harmonious  voice  and  the 
tired,  delicate  calmness  of  the  young  girl.  They 
were  alone,  facing  each  other — around  them  was 
a  great  silence;  they  hardly  looked  at  each  other, 
but  they  spoke  as  if  their  souls  had  long  lived  to- 
gether, in  joy  and  sorrow. 

"Where  were  you  a  little  while  ago?"  Antonio 
Amati  asked  bruskly. 

"I  was  in  the  chapel,"  Bianca  Maria  answered, 
taking  no  offense  at  the  question. 

"Do  you  pray  a  great  deal?" 

"Not  enough,"  she  replied,  raising  her  eyes 
heavenward. 

"Why  do  you  pray  so  much?" 

"I  must." 

"You  don't  sin,"  the  unbeliever  muttered,  try 
ing  to  make  a  joke  of  it. 
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"One  never  knows,"  she  said  gravely.  "One 
must  pray  for  those  that  don't  pray  themselves." 

So  saying,  she  gave  him  a  passing  glance.  He 
bent  his  head. 

"You  spend  too  many  hours  in  the  cold  church. 
It  will  do  you  harm." 

"I  don't  think  so;  and,  then,  what  does  it 
matter?" 

"Don't  say  that,"  interrupting  her  quickly. 

"Few  things  can  hurt  me,"  she  replied  in  a 
tone  he  understood  and  did  not  want  to  inquire 
into. 

"Let  us  go  and  see  the  carnival  from  Signora 
Fragala's  windows.  She  asked  me,  too;"  and  he 
got  up  promptly  to  carry  her  off. 

"Let  us  stay  here,"  Bianca  gently  made  answer. 
"Here  at  least  there  is  peace.  Don't  you  think 
this  calm  and  silence  good  for  one,  too?" 

"You  are  right,"  Amati  owned,  sitting  down 
again  quite  subdued. 

"My  father  has  gone  out  with  his  friends  to  see 
the  carnival,"  she  went  on  quietly.  "Every  one  in 
the  palace  is  out  on  the  balconies  that  look  on  To- 
ledo Road;  no  noise  reaches  here,  you  see." 

They  looked  at  each  other  frankly.  That  strange 
hour  of  unconsciousness,  when  he  saved  her,  and 
she  knew  he  was  saving  her,  had  set  up  something 
like  an  inward  tie  between  them.  What  she  felt 
was  a  humble  need  of  protection,  help,  and  coun- 
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sel ;  his  feeling  was  a  very  tender  pity.  He  could 
not  keep  back  a  question  that  rose  to  his  mind. 

"Is  it  true  you  wish  to  be  a  nun?"  he  asked  in 
rather  a  choked  voice. 

"I  should  like  to  be,"  she  said  simply. 

"Why  should  you?" 

"Just  because,"  she  replied  with  a  woman's 
favorite  answer. 

"Why  should  you  be  a  nun?  No  one  wants  to 
be  a  nun  nowadays.  Why  should  you  do  it?" 

"Because,  if  there  is  one  single  person  in  the 
world  who  should  go  into  a  convent,  it  is  I ;  because 
I  have  neither  desires,  nor  hopes,  nor  anything 
before  me.  As  that  is  so,  you  see,  I  must  at  least 
have  prayer  across  this  void  desert  and  in  the  de- 
spair that  comes  before  death." 

"Don't  say  that — don't  say  it!"  he  implored,  as 
if  for  the  first  time  fatality  had  breathed  on  his 
energy  and  destroyed  it. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

DONNA  CATERINA  AND  DONNA  CONCETTA 

THE  two  sisters,  Caterina  and  Concetta,  were 
sitting  opposite  each  other  at  the  dinner-table. 
They  ate  silently,  with  their  eyes  down ;  and  occa- 
sionally they  bent  down  to  wipe  their  lips  on  a 
corner  of  the  table-cloth,  that  was  all  stained  by 
spilt  wine.  A  large  deep-rimmed  dish  stood  on 
the  table  between  the  two,  full  of  macaroni  cooked 
in  oil,  salted  anchovies,  and  garlic,  all  fried  lightly 
in  an  earthen  pan  and  thrown  over  the  boiling 
paste;  the  two  women  plunged  their  forks  now 
and  then  into  the  shiny  oily  macaroni,  put  some  on 
their  plates,  and  began  to  eat  again.  There  was  a 
big  loaf  of  white,  underbaked  bread,  too — the  tor- 
tano:  they  broke  off  bits  with  their  hands  to  eat 
with  the  macaroni.  A  greeny  blue  glass  bottle 
full  of  reddish  wine,  that  made  bluish  reflections 
stood  on  the  table-cloth ;  big  glasses,  and  a  salt-cel- 
lar, also  of  glass — nothing  else.  The  sisters  used 
leaden  forks,  and  coarse  knives  with  black  handles ; 
they  sometimes  broke  off  a  bit  of  bread  and  dipped 
it  in  the  fried  oil  at  the  bottom  of  the  dish.  Gate- 
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rina,  who  was  the  roughest  and  saw  fewest  people 
— she  lived  secretly  almost — put  her  bread  into  the 
macaroni  dressing  with  her  fingers;  Concetta,  who 
was  more  refined,  from  always  going  about  and 
seeing  people,  put  the  bread  neatly  on  her  fork  to 
dip  it  in  the  garlic,  and  nibbled  at  it  after  exam- 
ining it.  At  one  point,  indeed,  Concetta,  finding 
a  burnt  bit  of  garlic,  put  it  aside  with  a  frown. 
Otherwise  the  sisters  were  exactly  alike  in  ges- 
tures, way  of  speaking,  and  style  of  dress,  though 
not  so  much  so  in  features.  Both  had  their  hair 
dressed  by  the  same  woman  at  two  soldi  each:  it 
was  drawn  up  to  the  top  of  the  head,  the  coil  fas- 
tened by  big,  sham  tortoise-shell  pins,  and  the 
fringe  slightly  powdered  over  the  forehead.  Both 
wore  the  dress  of  well-to-do  Naples  common  folk 
— a  petticoat  with  no  jacket,  merely  a  trimmed 
bodice,  that  keeps  the  Spanish  name  baschina;  and 
they  never  went  without  a  thick  gold  chain  round 
the  neck — it  was  the  sign  of  their  great  power — 
and  wore  high  felt  boots,  with  noisy  wooden  heels. 
It  being  the  dinner-hour,  they  had  left  their 
usual  work — a  great  coverlet  of  calico,  pink  one 
side  and  green  the  other,  stuffed  with  cotton-wool 
— stretched  over  a  big  loom,  where  they  stitched 
it  in  wheels,  stars,  and  lozenges,  working  quickly, 
one  on  each  side  of  it,  their  heads  down  and 
noses  on  the  pattern,  pulling  the  needle  out  and 
in  monotonously.  The  loom  was  pushed  into  a 
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corner;  the  displaced  chairs  were  noticeable.  Now 
a  little  servant  of  fourteen  came  in,  red-haired, 
white-faced,  and  marked  with  freckles,  carrying 
the  second  course — a  bit  of  Basilicata  cheese,  like 
a  dry  cream  cheese,  called  provola,  and  two  big 
sticks  of  celery.  She  glanced  at  Donna  Caterina 
to  know  what  to  do  with  the  macaroni  left  in  the 
dish. 

"Keep  two  bits  for  Menichella,"  said  the  holder 
of  the  small  game,  as  she  cut  a  big  slice  of  cheese. 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  the  girl  said  as  she  went  out. 

Menichella  was  a  poor  old  thing  of  sixty;  her 
son,  in  the  Municipal  Guard,  had  been  killed  in  a 
fight  with  Camorrists  in  Pignasecca  Square  by  a 
revolver-shot  in  the  stomach.  She  lived  on  alms, 
and  every  Friday  arrived  at  the  Esposito  sisters' 
house,  where  she  got  a  hot  dish,  half  a  loaf  of 
bread,  and  some  scraps.  The  Espositos  did  this 
out  of  devotion  to  our  lovely  Lady  of  Sorrows, 
whose  day  is  Friday.  On  Wednesday  they  gave 
the  same  alms  to  a  blind  beggar  called  Guarattelle, 
because  for  many  years  he  kept  a  puppet-show; 
this  charity  they  dedicated  to  the  Virgin  of  the 
Carmine,  Wednesday  being  her  day.  On  Mon- 
day, too,  they  fed  a  deserted  boy  of  ten,  that  the 
whole  Rosariello  di  Porta  Medina  Road  were 
taken  up  about  and  fed,  while  the  Esposito  sisters 
helped  him  that  one  day  for  the  sake  of  souls  in 
Purgatory,  their  day  being  Monday.  A  beggar 
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seldom  knocked  at  their  door  any  day  without  get- 
ting something.  "Do  it  for  St.  Joseph ;  his  day  has 
come  round."  "The  Holy  Trinity  be  praised  I  To- 
day is  Sunday;  give  alms."  Something  to  eat,  a 
glass  of  wine,  some  scraps,  beggars  always  carried 
off — money  never.  The  sisters  had  too  great  a 
respect  for  soldi  to  give  them  away.  It  was  better 
charity,  they  explained,  to  give  food,  than  encour- 
age vice  by  giving  money. 

The  beggars  stayed  on  the  landing;  the  sisters 
never  let  them  in,  fearing  always  for  the  valuables 
in  the  house;  they  used  to  carry  out  the  dish  of 
macaroni,  vegetables,  or  salad.  Sometimes  the 
beggar  ate  it  on  the  stairs,  muttering  blessings. 
They  had  now  eaten  the  smoked  cheese  and  bread, 
slowly,  moving  their  jaws  rather  voluptuously, 
tearing  the  celery  off  in  strips,  and  munching  it 
noisily,  like  fruit,  to  take  the  taste  of  oil  out  of  their 
mouths.  When  they  were  done,  they  kept  still  for 
a  little,  gazing  at  the  blue  stains  on  the  table- 
cloth, with  their  hands  in  their  laps,  silently  digest- 
ing and  making  long  mental  calculations,  as  women 
of  business.  The  servant  girl,  Peppina,  carried 
off  everything  in  a  trice;  the  clatter  of  her  old 
shoes  was  heard  in  the  kitchen  next  door,  as  she 
went  backward  and  forward  to  wash  a  few  plates, 
stopping  now  and  then  to  turn  her  macaroni  in  the 
pan  which  she  had  set  to  fry  again. 

Now  the  sisters  got  up,  shook  the  crumbs  out  of 
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their  laps,  and  went  to  take  their  place  at  the  loom 
again,  bending  over  it,  the  right  hand,  covered 
with  rings,  rising  methodically,  the  left  held  under 
the  loom,  to  stitch  through.  There  was  a  ring  at 
the  bell;  the  sisters  glanced  at  each  other,  and 
quickly  took  up  their  work.  Besides  what  they 
earned  from  it,  it  served  as  a  screen,  morally  and 
physically. 

Two  girls,  dressmakers,  came  in,  pushing  each 
other  forward.  The  first,  the  bolder,  was  Anto- 
nietta,  who  worked  with  a  dressmaker  in  Santa 
Chiara  Street,  the  same  that  went  to  buy  lunch  for 
Nannina  and  herself  at  the  wine-seller's  opposite 
the  lottery  office.  Both  of  them  were  wretchedly 
dressed  in  poor  woolen  skirts,  a  gaudy  but  shabby 
jacket  of  another  color,  and  a  little  black  shawl, 
which  they  liked  to  let  slip  down  on  their  arms,  to 
show  their  bust;  a  bunch  of  red  ribbon  was  tied  at 
the  neck.  Nannina,  the  smallest,  was  a  relation 
of  the  Espositos;  she  had  a  holy  terror  of  her  aunts, 
with  their  money  and  jewels,  for  they  always  re- 
ceived her  with  studied  and  intentional  coldness. 
Still,  they  let  her  kiss  their  hands. 

The  two  girls  were  still  standing  near  the  loom, 
looking  on  at  this  lively  industry  as  if  they  were 
put  out. 

"Have  you  not  gone  to  work  to-day?"  Donna 
Caterina  asked  Nannina. 

"I  have  been  at  it,"  the  girl  at  once  volubly  an- 

182 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

swered,  being  prodded  by  Antonietta's  elbow. 
"But  our  mistress  sent  us  to  buy  some  things  near 
here,  and,  as  this  friend  of  mine  wants  to  ask  a 
favor  from  you,  we  came — " 

"From  whom  do  you  want  this  favor?"  said 
Donna  Concetta,  raising  her  head  from  her 
work. 

"From  you,  aunt,"  stammered  the  niece. 

"You  don't  say  so!"  her  aunt  exclaimed,  in  an 
ironical  tone,  smiling  and  shaking  her  head. 

The  girls  said  nothing;  they  looked  at  each 
other:  from  the  start  the  thing  was  going  badly. 

Caterina,  as  she  took  no  interest  in  the  subject 
now,  cut  the  tacking  with  a  pair  of  scissors,  where 
it  had  been  already  stitched,  which  covered  her 
maroon  bodice  with  white  threads. 

"Have  you  lost  your  tongues?  What  is  it 
about?"  Donna  Concetta  asked,  laughing. 

"Well,  now  I  will  tell  you,  ma'am,"  the  blonde 
began,  biting  her  lips  to  make  them  red.  "I  would 
like  a  new  dress  for  Easter,  a  pair  of  boots,  and 
cotton  to  make  three  or  four  chemises.  If  I  were 
frugal,  and  made  them  myself,  after  my  day's  work 
is  done,  forty  lire  would  do.  I  have  not  got  it;  it 
would  take  a  year  to  save  it.  Knowing  you  are 
good  and  kind  to  poor  folk,  I  had  an  idea  you 
might  lend  me  these  forty  lire." 

"It  was  not  a  good  idea  of  yours,"  said  the 
money-lender  freezingly. 
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"Why?  I  can  pay  off  the  debt  at  so  much  a 
week.  I  earn  twenty- five  soldi  a  day ;  I  don't  owe 
a  penny  to  any  one.  Ask  Nannina;  she  is  my 
guarantee." 

"Nannina  ought  to  find  a  security  for  herself," 
Donna  Concetta  grumbled.  "But  why  do  you  need 
this  dress?  Is  what  you  have  on  not  enough?  If 
one  has  no  money,  get  no  dresses.  When  my  sis- 
ter and  I  had  no  means,  we  got  no  clothes.  You 
are  all  mad,  you  girls,  nowadays!" 

"Aunt,  aunt,  do  her  this  favor;  she  has  a  lover, 
and  she  is  ashamed  to  go  ill-dressed,"  the  niece 
begged  for  her  friend. 

"I  have  had  a  lover  too,"  Donna  Concetta  an- 
swered; "he  was  not  ashamed  when  I  was  ill- 
dressed." 

"Men  nowadays  are  quite  different,"  Antonietta 
murmured.  "So  do  me  this  favor." 

"I  don't  know  you,  my  dear." 

"I  work  for  Cristina  Gagliardi,  at  No.  18 
Santa  Chiara,  the  first  floor.  I  live  at  No.  3  Stret- 
tola  di  Porto;  you  can  make  inquiries." 

Silence  followed,  and  the  girls  again  gave  each 
other  an  alarmed  look. 

"At  most — at  most,"  said  Donna  Concetta,  look- 
ing up,  "I  can  give  you  stuff  to  make  a  dress  on 
credit,  and  cotton  for  the  chemises —  I  will  ask 
a  merchant  who  knows  me — a  good  man ;  but  you 
will  pay  dearer  for  your  clothes." 
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"No  matter,  it  doesn't  matter,"  Antonietta 
quickly  interrupted;  "do  so." 

"What  color  is  the. stuff  to  be?"  Donna  Concetta 
asked  maternally. 

"Navy  blue  or  bottle  green;  I  like  navy  blue 
best." 

"It  will  suit  you  best — navy  blue;  you  look  well 
in  it,"  said  Nannina,  in  an  important  way. 

"It  does  not  discolor  so  easily,"  Donna  Concetta 
settled  it  by  saying.  "How  many  yards  do  you 
need?" 

The  girl  counted  to  herself,  moved  her  fingers 
as  if  she  were  measuring,  looked  at  her  figure,  and 
counted  over  again. 

"Ten  yards — yes,  that  would  be  enough." 

"Ten  yards!  Oh!  so  you  want  to  be  in  the 
fashion." 

"Donna  Concetta,  be  forbearing,"  Antonietta 
answered  smilingly. 

"Very  good — very  good;  for  each  chemise  four 
yards  is  needed — sixteen  in  all." 

"And  the  shoes?"  the  girl  asked  hesitatingly. 

"I  know  no  shoemaker,  my  dear." 

"You  will  give  me  the  rest  of  the  forty  lire  in 
money?"  the  sewing  girl  risked  saying. 

"Listen,  my  dear,"  said  Donna  Concetta:  "I  am 
going  to-morrow,  or  Saturday,  to  the  dressmaker's 
to  ask  if  you  really  get  over  a  lira  a  day,  and  if  you 
have  received  any  money  in  advance.  [Then  I'll 
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arrange  with  the  dressmaker  that,  instead  of  giv- 
ing you  your  whole  pay  for  the  week,  she  keeps 
back  the  two  lire  for  me  as  interest  on  the  forty 
lire." 

"Two  lire?"  the  girl  cried  out,  alarmed  at  this 
long  story. 

"Of  course.  I  should  get  four,  a  soldo  a  week 
for  each  lira ;  but  you  are  a  poor  girl,  and  I  really 
wish  to  help  you.  The  dressmaker  gives  me  the 
two  lire  for  interest.  You  pay  off  the  rest  of  the 
debt  as  it  suits  you,  five  or  three  lire  at  a  time.  Do 
you  understand?" 

"Yes,  yesl"  the  terrified  girl  cried  out. 

"The  quicker  you  pay  the  better  for  you,  and 
it  will  suit  me.  However,  I  warn  you,  if  you 
get  the  dressmaker  to  pay  you  in  advance,  go 
away,  or  play  any  trick  of  the  kind,  I'll  come  to 
you,  my  dear,  and  let  you  see  who  Concetta  Espo- 
sito  is.  I  would  think  nothing  of  going  to  the  gal- 
leys for  my  heart's  blood —  Have  I  made  it 
plain?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  Antonietta  stammered,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes. 

"There  is  still  time  for  you  not  to  do  it,"  Donna 
Concetta  ended  up  icily,  bending  down  again  to 
stitch  the  coverlet. 

"No,  no!"  the  girl  screamed  out — "whatever 
you  like.  Promise  me  to  come  to-morrow  to  Santa 
Chiara  Road," 
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"We  see  each  other  to-morrow,"  said  Donna 
Concetta,  taking  leave  of  her. 

"You  will  bring  the  things  and  the  money?" 

"I  must  think  over  it." 

"Good-by,  aunt,"  Nannina  murmured,  pale  and 
more  frightened  than  her  friend. 

"The  Virgin  go  with  you,"  answered  the  Espo- 
sitos  in  a  chorus,  beginning  to  work  again. 

The  girls  went  off  quite  silently,  with  their 
heads  down,  not  able  to  speak  or  smile.  A  woman 
coming  up,  hurriedly,  knocked  against  them;  and 
with  a  quick  "Excuse  me  I"  she  went  to  ring  at  the 
Espositos'  door.  It  was  Carmela,  the  cigar-girl, 
with  her  big,  sorrowful  eyes  and  worn  face.  Be- 
fore going  into  the  house  she  sighed  deeply,  and 
her  face  flushed. 

"May  I  come  in?"  she  said  from  the  lobby,  in 
a  weak  voice. 

"Come  in,"  was  thfc  answer  from  inside.  "Is  it 
you,  good  soul?"  said  Concetta,  on  recognizing 
her.  "Are  you  really  come  to  give  me  back  that 
money?  Your  conscience  pricked  you  at  lastB 
Give  it  over,  then." 

"You  are  joking,  Donna  Concetta,"  said  the  poor 
thing,  with  a  pale  smile.  "If  I  had  thirty-four 
lire,  I  would  jump  up  as  many  times  in  the  air." 

"It  is  thirty-seven  and  a  half  lire,  with  last 
week's  interest,"  the  money-lender  coldly  cor- 
rected her. 
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"As  you  like:  who  is  denying  it?  As  you  say,  it 
is  thirty-seven  and  a  half,  I  am  sure  you  are  right." 

"You  have  brought  the  interest,  at  least?" 

"Nothing,  nothing,"  the  girl  said  desperately, 
holding  down  her  head.  "I  am  eaten  up  by  pov- 
erty: I  have  got  to  earning  a  lira  and  a  half  a 
day;  now  I  might  live  like  a  lady,  but — " 

"Why  do  you  waste  your  money?"  asked  Donna 
Concetta,  giving  in  to  her  fad  of  preaching  pru- 
dence to  her  debtors.  "You  are  a  beast,  that  is 
what  you  are!" 

"But  why,"  Carmela  cried  out  desperately,  "why 
should  I  not  give  a  bit  of  bread  to  my  old  mother? 
When  my  sister  is  dying  of  hunger  with  her  three 
children,  and  one  of  them  wasting  away  piteously, 
can  I  refuse  her  half  a  lira?  When  my  brother-in- 
law,  Gaetano,  has  nothing  to  smoke,  for  all  his 
vices,  should  I  deny  him  a  few  soldi?  How  could 
I  have  the  heart  to  do  it?" 

"It  is  RafTaele  that  sucks  you  out — it  is  Raf- 
faelel"  the  money-lender  sang  out,  threading  a 
needle  with  red  cotton. 

"What  about  that?"  the  girl  cried  out,  throw- 
ing out  her  arms ;  "he  was  born  to  be  a  gentleman. 
In  the  meanwhile,  if  I  don't  pay  the  landlord  on 
Monday,  he  will  turn  me  out.  I  owe  him  thirty 
lire:  but  I  might  at  least  give  him  ten!  If  you 
would  just  do  me  this  favor!" 

"You  are  mad,  my  dear." 
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"Donna  Concetta,  what  are  ten  lire  to  you?  I'll 
give  them  back,  you  know:  I  have  never  taken  a 
farthing  from  any  one.  Don't  have  me  thrown  on 
the  streets,  ma'am.  Do  it  for  the  sake  of  your 
dead  in  paradise!" 

"No,  no,  no!"  sang  out  the  seamstress. 

"Listen,  look  here,"  the  other  went  on  sorrow- 
fully: "these  earrings  I  am  wearing  my  godmother 
paid  seventeen  lire  for;  I  give  them  to  you — I 
have  nothing  else.  You  will  give  me  them  back 
when  I  give  you  the  ten  lire." 

"I  never  take  any  articles  in  pawn,"  Donna  Con- 
cetta replied,  glancing  at  the  earrings. 

"But  it  is  not  pawning;  it  is  a  favor  you  are 
doing  me.  If  I  were  to  go  to  a  pawnshop,  I  should 
get  five  or  six  lire;  they  would  take  the  interest 
beforehand,  with  the  money  for  the  ticket,  the  box, 
and  the  witness,  and  only  three  or  four  lire  would 
be  left.  Do  it  only  this  once — the  Holy  Virgin 
preserve  you!" 

She  convulsively  took  out  her  rather  worn  ear- 
rings, rubbed  them  with  a  corner  of  her  apron, 
and  put  them  gently  on  the  coverlet,  still  looking 
at  them  earnestly,  taking  leave  of  them.  Donna 
Concetta  took  them  with  a  scornful  grimace,  and 
glanced  at  her  sister,  who  just  raised  her  head  and 
signed  "Yes,"  with  a  wink.  Donna  Concetta  got 
up  stiffly;  without  saying  anything,  she  carried  the 
earrings  into  the  next  room,  where  the  sisters  slept; 
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a  noise  of  keys  in  locks  was  heard,  an  opening  and 
shutting  of  strong  boxes,  with  silent  intervals. 
Then  Donna  Concetta  came  in  again.  She  carried 
two  rolls  of  yellow  paper  in  her  hand. 

"They  are  soldi:  count  them,"  she  said  shortly, 
putting  them  down  before  Carmela. 

"It  does  not  matter — they  are  sure  to  be  right," 
said  the  poor  little  thing,  trembling  with  emotion. 
"The  Eternal  Father  should  give  it  back  to  you  in 
health,  the  kindness  you  do  me." 

"Very  good,"  Donna  Concetta  finished  up  with, 
sitting  down  again  to  work.  "But  I  warn  you  I'll 
sell  the  earrings  if  you  don't  pay." 

"Never  fear,"  Carmela  murmured  as  she 
went  off. 

For  a  little  the  sisters  were  alone,  stitching. 

"The  earrings  are  worth  twelve  lire  in  gold," 
said  Caterina.  She  had  sharp  ears. 

"Yes,"  said  Concetta;  "but  Carmela  will  pay; 
she  is  a  good  girl." 

Again  they  heard  the  bell  tinkle. 

"It  sounds  like  the  midwife's  bell,"  Caterina 
remarked. 

A  dragging  noise  was  heard,  the  sound  of  a  box 
put  down  in  the  corner  of  the  stair,  and  Michele, 
the  shoeblack,  came  in  with  his  hip  up,  as  if  he 
was  still  carrying  his  block.  He  greeted  them  in 
the  Spanish  style,  saying,  "La  vostra  buona  grazia" 
'v(I  am  ^our  humble  servant),  while  the  thousand 
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wrinkles  on  his  rickety  boy's  face,  grown  old, 
seemed  to  breathe  out  malice.  The  sisters  looked 
patiently  at  him,  waiting  till  he  spoke. 

"Gaetano  Galiero,  the  glove-cuttert  sends  me 
to—" 

"Fine  honest  fellow  he  isl"  exclaimed  Donna 
Concetta,  putting  a  strip  of  paper  in  her  thimble 
— it  had  got  too  large. 

"If  you  don't  ma(ce  people  speak,  you  can  never 
get  to  understand  each  other,"  the  hunchback  re- 
joined philosophically.  "Gaetano  is  under  great 
obligations  to  you ;  but  you  are  a  fine  woman,  not 
wanting  in  judgment,  and  you  will  forgive  his  fail- 
ings. What  does  not  happen  in  a  year  comes  the 
day  you  least  expect  it.  Gaetano  is  here  with  the 
money." 

"Yes,  yes,"  the  sisters  said,  grinning. 

"You  will  see  him  afterward.  But  I  have  come 
to  speak  of  an  affair  of  my  own.  I,  thank  God, 
work  at  a  better  trade  than  Gaetano  does;  I  stand 
beside  the  Cafe  de  Angelis  in  Carita  Square.  I 
don't  say  it  out  of  boasting,  but  I  polish  the  shoes 
of  the  high  nobility  in  Naples.  I  can  earn  what 
I  like;  I  laugh  at  ill  fortune.  When  it  rains,  I 
stand  under  the  archway  of  the  cafe  door;  the] 
dirtier  it  is  in  the  streets,  the  more  shoes  I  polish. 
My  good  woman,  if  I  had  a  clear  head,  I  should 
be  a  gentleman  now.  But  now,  to  carry  out  a  big 
affair  that  maj;  bring  me  my  carriage  and  horses2 
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I  need  a  little  money ;  and  as  you  oblige  people  that 
way,  I  have  come  to  propose  the  business  to  you. 
Forty  lire  would  do  for  me;  I  would  pay  it  off 
three  lire  a  week  until  I  have  managed  the  com- 
bination; and  then  I  will  give  you  back  capital, 
interest,  and  a  handsome  present." 

"Don't  put  yourself  out,"  said  Donna  Concetta 
ironically. 

"If  you  won't  lend  me  money,  to  whom  do  you 
lend?"  the  hunchback  asked  audaciously.  "If  I 
stand  all  day  in  front  of  the  cafe,  I  earn  two  lire, 
you  know.  Not  even  a  barber's  lad  can  say  as 
much.  So  that  stand  is  my  fortune,  my  shop;  if 
I  go  away  from  it,  I  don't  earn  a  soldo,  so  I  can't 
run  away.  Do  you  see?  Ask  the  coffee-house- 
keeper who  Michele  is.  Your  money  is  safe  in 
my  hands.  You  will  hear  all  about  me  from  the 
owner  of  the  cafe." 

"If  he  guarantees  you,  I'll  give  you  the  money," 
Donna  Concetta  said  at  once. 

"In  that  case,  he  would  give  it  himself,"  the 
hunchback  objected.  "No,  no,  Michele  has  no 
need  of  a  guarantee.  Come  to-morrow,  Saturday, 
at  nine,  to  the  cafe;  you  will  hear  what  the  pro- 
prietor says;  you  will  willingly  give  me  sixty  in- 
stead of  forty  lire.  I  am  an  honest  man ;  I  am  open 
to  public  scrutiny." 

"Good ;  we  shall  see  each  other  to-morrow.  You 
know  what  the  interest  is?"  said  Donna  Concetta. 
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"Whatever  you  like,"  the  hunchback  gallantly 
answered;  "you  can  have  a  cup  of  coffee,  too,  and 
a  roll  inside:  I  am  master  at  the  coffee-house! 
Can  I  do  anything  for  you?" 

"We  wish  for  your  prayers  always,"  the  two 
women  said  in  a  low  tone,  as  he  was  going  away. 
After  working  a  little,  Caterina  observed: 

"You  said  yes  to  him  too  soon." 

"I  will  make  the  coffee-housekeeper  guarantee 
him.  He  is  a  hunchback,  too;  that  brings  luck," 
Donna  Concetta  replied. 

"If  it  brings  luck,  it  ought  to  bring  an  end  to 
this  hard  life  of  ours,"  Caterina  began  again.  She 
liked  to  complain  of  her  luck. 

"Oh,"  the  other  sighed,  "we  have  no  man  to 
give  us  a  helping  hand,  ever;  so  we  have  to  do 
justice  for  ourselves  always.  Ciccillo  and  Alfonso 
are  simpletons.  It  is  no  use  —  " 

"What  can  we  do?"  sighed  the  other. 

The  two  sisters  stopped  working,  let  their  hands 
fall  idle  on  the  red  coverlet,  and  began  to  think 
of  their  secret  sorrow  —  the  tormenting  pain  they 
confessed  to  no  one  —  of  their  betrothed  lovers,  two 
good  workmen,  brothers,  at  the  arsenal,  Jannacone 
by  name,  who  loved  them,  but  would  not  marry 
them,  either  of  the  two,  because  of  their  trade. 
The  struggle  between  love  and  money  had  gone 
on  for  three  years,  but  Ciccillo  and  Alfonso  Jan- 
nacone would  not  hear  of  marrying  a  gambler  or 
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a  money-lender;  the  whole  arsenal  would  have 
taunted  them. 

They  were  good  workmen,  simple  souls,  and  very 
silent,  who  did  not  spend  their  day's  wages;  they 
had  some  savings,  and  came  to  spend  their  even- 
ings with  the  two  sisters.  Obstinate  on  that  idea, 
one  of  the  few  that  got  into  their  heads,  neither 
love  nor  avarice  could  overcome  it.  Several  times 
the  sisters,  being  keen  on  gain  and  bitterly  offended 
at  that  refusal,  had  quarreled  with  their  lovers 
and  chased  them  out  of  the  house;  but  only  for  a 
short  time:  peace  was  made,  Concetta  and  Caterina 
naturally  promising  to  give  over  their  business. 
The  women  must  have  made  a  lot  of  money,  but 
they  never  spoke  of  it,  and,  in  spite  of  their  love 
for  Alfonso  and  Ciccillo  Jannacone,  they  them- 
selves put  off  marriage  so  as  to  gain  still  more 
money,  not  knowing  how  to  break  off  with  that 
money-lending  business.  They  did  not  wish  to 
give  up  old  loans,  and  could  not  resist  making 
new  ones;  they  did  not  understand  why  their 
lovers  were  so  ashamed  of  them,  and  complained 
of  it  as  an  injustice.  The  sisters  thought  them- 
selves humane  to  lend  money  as  usury;  to  give 
lottery  tickets  at  a  soldo  or  two  seemed  an  act  of 
charity  to  them,  because  the  Naples  poor — skinned 
and  flayed  as  they  were  when  they  took  money 
from  Concetta  to  give  it  to  Caterina  and  the  Gov- 
ernment— thanked  and  blessed  them  with  tears. 
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When  they  were  quite  alone,  in  expansive  mo- 
ments, the  two  complained  of  their  fate;  any  one 
else  but  the  Jannacone  brothers  would  have  been 
happy  enough  to  have  such  industrious,  hard- 
working wives  with  dowries.  But  the  workmen 
would  not  give  in ;  they  persisted  they  would  never 
marry  unless  that  way  of  earning  money  was  aban- 
doned. Ciccillo  especially,  Caterina's  betrothed, 
was  hard  as  a  stone;  indeed,  he  said  to  her  some- 
times: "Caterina,  one  day  or  other  you'll  go  to 
prison." 

"I'll  pay  for  bail  and  get  out.  Then  the  lawyer 
will  get  me  off." 

She  knew  the  law  and  its  intrigues. 

"If  you  go  to  prison,  you  don't  see  my  face 
again,"  Ciccillo  retorted,  lighting  his  cigar. 

Yes,  when  they  were  alone  the  sisters  despaired. 
But  love  of  money  was  so  strong,  it  made  them  put 
off  the  time  for  the  double  marriage.  The  two 
workmen  waited  patiently,  slowly  buying  furni- 
ture with  their  savings  to  set  up  house  together,  as 
they  never  left  each  other. 

"Wait  till  Easter,"  the  sisters  said,  thinking  of 
ending  up  all  their  affairs  by  then. 

"Good;  at  Easter,"  the  brothers  agreed. 

"We  shall  be  ready  by  September,"  said  they  in 
April,  being  more  than  ever  involved  in  a  network 
of  sordid  business. 

"In  September,  then,"  the  workmen  complied. 
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Always  when  they  were  alone  the  women  com- 
plained of  being  badly  treated  by  Fate,  and  of 
being  misunderstood  by  the  men  they  loved, 
ending  up  with:  "Ciccillo  and  Alfonso  are 
fools." 

But  they  were  not  long  alone  that  day,  either. 
The  wretched  trade  went  on  till  evening.  There 
came  a  painter  of  saints,  so  far  an  artist  in  that  he 
painted  the  face,  hands,  and  feet  of  all  the  wooden 
and  stucco  saints  in  Naples  and  its  neighborhood's 
thousand  churches,  a  sickly  man,  who  asked  for 
money,  and  only  got  it  on  condition  he  brought  a 
statuette  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  in  blue, 
covered  with  stars,  next  day,  that  Madonna  being 
Concetta  the  money-lender's  patron.  Annarella, 
Carmela's  sister,  came  in  to  ask  for  a  loan,  being 
desperate:  "Just  two  lire  for  the  day,  just  for 
charity's  sake."  She  wanted  to  make  a  little  broth 
for  her  sick  child. 

A  horrible  scene  followed:  the  women  would 
not  believe  her;  she  just  wanted  to  fool  them  again, 
for  Gaetano  and  she  had  a  big  debt,  and  were  not 
ashamed  to  take  poor  folk's  blood  and  not  give  it 
back.  Annarella  screamed,  wept,  and  cried  out 
that  she  would  go  and  get  her  baby,  all  burning 
with  fever,  to  show  to  them.  A  stone  would  pity 
him.  Then  she  sobbed  out  that  they  said  what  was 
quite  true;  but  to  pity  the  poor  little  thing,  who 
was  not  to  blame,  and  now  that  he  was  weaned, 
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she  could  take  another  half-day  service,  which  the 
Virgin  would  help  her  to  find. 

At  last,  as  Concetta  felt  bored,  to  get  rid  of  the 
crying  and  weeping  she  gave  her  the  two  lire, 
cursing  and  taking  her  oath  they  were  the  last,  as 
true  as  it  was  Friday  in  March — perhaps  the  day 
our  Lord  died,  as  it  is  not  known  what  Friday  in 
March  Jesus  died  on.  Other  people,  either  em- 
barrassed, furious,  or  sorrowful,  came  to  pay  up 
old  interest,  to  offer  goods  in  pledge,  or  ask  for 
more  money.  The  debtors  went  on  from  humility 
to  bitterness,  from  threats  to  beseeching,  from  sol- 
emn promises  to  mean  tricks.  Concetta  continued 
working  opposite  her  sister  through  the  disputes, 
quarrels,  and  threats  till  evening  came.  She  never 
got  tired,  and  always  had  an  effective  retort  ready 
or  some  lucid  remark,  finding  out  a  good  or  bad 
payer  at  once.  Only  for  one  neatly  dressed,  dis- 
creet caller,  shaved  like  a  good  class  of  servant, 
she  got  up  and  went  into  the  next  room,  where 
they  chattered  in  a  low  tone  for  some  time.  The 
usual  noise  of  keys  creaking  in  the  locks,  and  open- 
ing and  shutting  of  strong  boxes,  was  heard;  the 
servant  went  out,  still  looking  reserved,  followed 
by  Concetta. 

"Is  that  the  Marchese  di  Formosa's  steward?" 
Caterina  asked  when  he  had  gone. 

"Yes,  it  is,"  said  Concetta,  without  adding  more. 

That  hard,  fatiguing  Friday  came  to  an  end. 
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Now  it  was  getting  dark,  trie  sisters  had  given  up 
stitching  the  coverlet.  Caterina,  for  Saturday,  her 
great  day,  got  ready  some  thick  registers,  written 
in  shapeless  characters,  all  ciphers,  which  she 
understood  very  well.  She  leaned  over  it  under 
the  oil-lamp,  thinking  while  her  lips  moved;  and 
Concetta,  seeing  her  deep  in  her  important  weekly 
work,  kept  silence  out  of  respect  to  that  sagacious 
preparation,  feeling  sure  that  next  day  money 
would  be  flowing  in  to  them. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

PARASCANDOLO'S   BUSINESS 

WITH  the  odorous  smoke  of  a  cigarette  filling 
the  little  room,  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo  was 
deeply  wrapped  up  in  the  study  of  his  little  pocket- 
book,  turning  over  the  pages  of  a  ledger,  and  com- 
paring the  long  rows  of  figures  in  it  with  the  dark, 
enigmatic  ciphers  in  the  note-book;  then  he  took 
the  pen  and  wrote  something  occasionally — one 
word  or  a  figure — on  the  full  side  of  the  ledger. 

He  was  working  very  placidly  in  that  little  room 
of  his  flat  in  San  Giacomo  Street,  opposite  the  door 
of  the  Exchange.  He  had  rented  it  from  time  im- 
memorial, and  he  called  it  the  study;  there  he 
began,  unraveled,  and  finished  all  his  business,  with 
a  discretion  and  secrecy  he  kept  up  even  with  his 
wife.  She  was  far  off,  isolated  for  whole  days  in 
that  sad,  solemn,  splendid  suite  of  rooms  in  the 
Rossi  Palace.  When  it  was  said  Don  Gennaro 
Parascandolo  was  in  his  study,  all  was  said.  Those 
who  said  it  and  those  who  heard  it  felt  respectful 
terror;  a  fearful  vision  of  riches  always  increas- 
ing, a  magical  flow  of  money  running  to  money  by 
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enchantment,  rose  before  them.  The  study  was 
the  place  where  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo, 
strong,  wise,  audacious,  and  cold  in  his  audacity, 
made  his  fortune  grow  by  leaps  and  bounds.  It 
was  composed  of  two  rooms;  one  big  one,  with 
two  balconies,  was  quite  full  of  valuable  things 
gathered  in  a  queer  way — pictures  by  good  artists, 
foreign  furniture,  gilt-bronze  candelabra,  curious 
antique  pendulums,  rolls  of  carpet  and  of  linen- 
cloth,  terra-cotta  statuettes,  even  a  trophy  of  antique 
and  modern  arms. 

It  was  quite  a  museum,  that  room.  Salvatore, 
Don  Gennaro's  confidential  servant,  spent  half  the 
day  trying  to  keep  it  clean,  and  it  required  the 
greatest  care  not  to  spoil  or  break  anything.  Occa- 
sionally, some  rarity  left  the  museum,  either  sold 
advantageously,  exchanged  for  another,  or  given 
away  in  a  fit  of  calculated  generosity.  But  the 
empty  place  was  soon  filled  by  a  new  article,  or  by 
some  of  the  things  heaped  on  each  other  in  the 
strange  museum. 

When  Don  Gennaro  was  alone,  he  sometimes 
opened  his  writing-room  door  and  stood  on  the 
threshold,  smoking  his  everlasting  cigarette,  to 
give  a  look  over  what  he  called  his  omnibus.  But 
he  did  not  venture  to  go  in,  the  accumulation  was 
so  great.  The  other  room  was  prettily  enough  fur- 
nished with  the  respectable  pleasant  luxury  of 
easy-chairs,  sofas,  small  tables  with  smoking  acces- 
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series,  and  a  writing-desk  that  seemed  placed  there 
purposely  to  make  the  name  "study"  appropriate. 
The  hangings  were  bright,  but  not  gaudy;  on  the 
desk  were  dainty  knickknacks  that  Don  Gennaro 
Parascandolo  often  played  with.  Whoever  came 
in  there  felt  calmed;  even  if  he  had  an  incurable 
sorrow  in  his  mind,  he  was  reconciled  to  existence 
for  a  time.  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo's  own  gen- 
ial face,  clouded  sometimes  by  melancholy,  his 
lively,  frank  manner,  managed  to  give  a  benignant 
look  to  the  surroundings  that  overcame  all  fears, 
difficulties,  and  prejudices,  and  gave  a  weak,  mor- 
ally defenseless  guest  into  the  host's  hands,  van- 
quished beforehand.  The  whole  round  of  Don 
Gennaro  Parascandolo's  business  was  regulated  by 
the  minute  hieroglyphics  in  his  pocketbook,  and  a 
ledger  thickly  written  in  also  with  names,  ciphers, 
and  remarks. 

Whenever  a  caller  was  announced,  Don  Gen- 
naro, without  hurrying,  shut  up  the  ledger  in  the 
safe,  and  put  the  note-book  back  in  his  pocket; 
every  trace  of  business  disappeared.  An  inkstand 
of  gilt  bronze  and  rock  crystal,  shaped  like  a 
jockey's  cap,  with  racing  accessories,  made  a  good 
show  on  the  desk,  as  well  as  a  silver  paper-weight 
like  a  book,  with  five  seals  made  of  old  guineas, 
an  ash-tray  shaped  like  a  woman's  shoe,  and  a  long, 
carved  ivory  Japanese  wand  that  Don  Gennaro 
trifled  with. 
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So  that  Friday  in  March,  after  breakfast,  he 
went  on  smoking  his  cigarette,  gazing  at  the 
smoke;  but  when  the  faithful  Salvatore,  clean- 
shaven and  in  black,  like  a  high-class  servant,  a 
discreet,  silent  fellow,  came  to  say  Signor  Cesare 
Fragala  wished  to  come  in,  Don  Gennaro  quickly 
shut  up  the  ledger  and  put  the  note-book  in  his 
pocket. 

"With  your  permission,"  said  Cesare  Fragala, 
coming  in  smiling. 

"My  honored  patron,  how  are  your  wife  and 
child?" 

"Very  well  indeed,  Don  Gennaro.  They  are 
Fragalas,  a  strong  house,  with  no  bad  luck.  You 
keep  well,  do  you  not?" 

"Quite  well;  but  Naples  bores  me.  Cesare,  this 
is  a  beggarly  country.  In  a  week  I  go  off  to  Nice 
and  Monte  Carlo ;  after  that  I  go  to  Paris." 

"Do  you  play  at  Monte  Carlo?"  Fragala  asked, 
with  a  scrutinizing  look. 

"Yes,  a  little.  I  often  win;  I  have  luck;  I  am 
learning  to  play." 

"How  will  that  serve  you?" 

"It  is  good  to  know  everything,"  Parascandolo 
answered  modestly.  "Have  you  never  been  there?" 

"No,"  said  Cesare  thoughtfully,  "I  have  a  wife 
and  daughter;  still,  it  is  a  fine  thing  to  gain  twenty- 
five  or  a  hundred  thousand  lire  in  an  evening  1" 
One  could  read  in  his  eyes,  that  filled  at  once  with 
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melancholy  avarice,  a  great  passion  for  heavy,  im- 
mediate gains,  depending  on  luck,  and  for  the  most 
part  unlawful. 

"What  would  you  do  with  it?"  asked  Don  Gen- 
naro,  taking  another  cigarette,  and  offering  Cesare 
one  from  an  elegant  engraved  silver  Russian  cigar 
case. 

"What  would  I  do  with  it?  First  of  all  I  would 
let  fifty  thousand  melt  away  to  enjoy  life  a  little 
with  my  friends.  I  am  not  selfish,  and  fifty  thou- 
sand would  do  to  open  a  shop  with  in  San  Ferdi- 
nando  Square.  I  will  never  gain  it  in  the  San 
Spirito  shop,"  Cesare  ended  up  low-spiritedly. 

"Still,  in  the  carnival  you  must  have  made  great 
profits,"  said  Don  Gennaro  slowly,  shaking  off  his 
cigar-ash. 

"Yes,  yes,  enough!  but  Monte  Carlo,  or  some- 
thing else,  is  needed;  if  not,  one  must  vegetate, 
and  Agnesina's  dowry  won't  be  ready.  Then  I  am 
always  pushed  to  it — so  many  calls —  Why,  yes- 
terday I  should  have  given  you  back  those  five  hun- 
dred lire  you  lent  me  without  security — you  know 
I  am  always  punctual — but  I  could  not." 

"For  one  day  it  does  not  matter,"  Don  Gennaro 
said  coldly,  setting  his  face  like  a  stone  the  moment 
Cesare  spoke  of  the  debt,  gazing  at  his  cigar-smoke 
as  if  not  to  look  his  friend  in  the  face. 

"But  I  can't  even  pay  you  to-day,"  said  Cesare, 
guickly,  as  if  he  wanted  to  get  rid  of  his  worry  all 
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at  once.    "I  have  had  to  take  a  lot  of  sugar  out  of 
bond,  and  then — " 

Don  Gennaro,  quite  indifferent  to  all  this  chat- 
ter, said  not  a  word. 

"Be  neighborly,  and  complete  the  favor.  I  have 
a  little  bill  due  to-morrow,"  Fragala  said,  passing 
through  a  sharp  momentary  agony;  "it  is  five  hun- 
dred lire,  and  I  have  not  got  it.  You  might  lend 
it  to  me,  and  I  will  give  you  a  thousand  lire  next 
Saturday — it  is  a  great  favor — and  you  can  be  sure 
of  my  being  punctual." 

"I  can't,"  Don  Gennaro  said  icily. 

"Why,  you  have  the  money,"  Cesare  cried  out 
ingenuously. 

"Of  course;  but  I  can't  lend  it." 

"Then,  you  think  I  am  not  solvent." 

"Not  at  all ;  it  is  to  comply  with  a  rule  of  mine, 
With  intimate  friends  and  relations,  people  like 
you,  I  always  lend  five  hundred  lire ;  often,  nearly 
always,  I  get  it  back  again.  Then  I  willingly  lend 
it  a  second  time;  but  once  it  has  not  been  paid  I 
never  lend  any  more,  so  I  can  only  lose  five  hun- 
dred lire." 

"But  I  am  to  give  you  back  a  thousand,"  said 
the  other  in  alarm. 

"He  who  can't  give  back  five  hundred  is  very 
unlikely  to  give  back  a  thousand.  A  man  that 
fails  to  keep  his  word  once  may  do  it  again,"  said 
Don  Gennaro  ponderously. 

204 


"Still,  I  did  not  believe  you  would  refuse  such 
a  favor  to  a  friend,"  Cesare  muttered.  "You  put 
me  into  great  embarrassment." 

"I  think  I  do  well  not  to  give  you  that  money," 
said  Parascandolo,  opening  a  gold  matchbox  like 
Dellacha's  paper  ones,  with  figure-painting  on  it. 
"I  think  you  are  going  a  bad  road;  you  frequent 
very  queer  company — " 

"I  have  done  some  idiotic  things,  I  allow,"  said 
Cesare,  with  his  big-boy's  honesty;  "but  I  did  it 
with  good  intentions.  Besides,"  he  added,  as  if 
speaking  to  himself,  "that  Pasqualino  de  Feo  is 
always  needing  some  hundred  lire.  He  is  a  poor 
man,  with  no  profession  nor  trade.  The  spirits 
torment  him — beat  him  at  night.  I  have  to  have 
Masses  said  and  prayers  to  appease  them;  if  not, 
they  drag  him  to  death.  If  I  have  thrown  away 
some  hundred  lire,  I  had  my  reasons.  This  busi- 
ness with  spirits  is  important!  You  are  clever,  and 
have  traveled  a  lot;  but  if  you  knew  all,  you  would 
see  it  is  worth  knowing  about." 

"It  may  be,"  nodded  Don  Gennaro  assentingly; 
"but  you  are  going  a  bad  road." 

"No,  no!"  cried  out  Cesare;  "something  must  be 
settled.  Either  in  or  out.  Perhaps  we  shall  get 
it  this  week — that  is  to  say,  to-morrow;  or  it  may 
be  necessary  to  sacrifice  some  more,  next  week,  and 
then  win.  Really  you  ought  to  oblige  me,"  he 
added,  going  back  to  his  trouble. 
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"I  can't,"  retorted  Don  Gennaro. 

"As  a  fact,  I  am  an  honest  trader;  any  one  would 
do  business  with  me!"  Cesare  called  out,  beginning 
to  get  angry. 

"If  it  is  business,  that  is  another  thing,"  said  Don 
Gennaro,  giving  in  suddenly. 

"Well,  let  us  treat  it  as  business,"  said  Cesare, 
calming  down  at  once. 

Then  Don  Gennaro  quietly  opened  the  safe  and 
drew  out  a  blank  bill,  of  a  thousand  lire  value. 
Taking  a  finely  carved  wooden  pen,  with  a  gold 
nib,  he  wrote  the  sum  in  figures  and  words,  and 
asked,  without  raising  his  head: 

"To  fall  due  in  a  month?" 

"Yes,  in  a  month,"  agreed  Fragala.  Don  Gen- 
naro handed  the  promissory  note  to  him.  It  was 
headed  "Domenico  Mazzocchi." 

"Domenico  Mazzocchi — who  is  that?"  asked 
Fragala,  astounded. 

"He  is  the  capitalist  I  work  for,"  Parascandolo 
answered  icily.  Seeing  that  after  Fragala  signed 
he  was  going  to  put  down  his  dwelling-house,  he 
stopped  him  warningly.  "Put  down  the  address 
of  the  shop." 

"Why  so?" 

"In  business  and  commercial  affairs  it  is  better 
to  take  action  at  the  firm's  address." 

Fragala  felt  a  chill  down  his  back. 

"There  will  be  no  need,"  he  thought  it  necessary 

206 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

to  say,  to  reassure  himself.  He  gave  back  the 
promissory  note  to  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo, 
who  read  it  over  carefully,  twice ;  then  he  opened 
another  safe  and  took  out  bank-notes,  and  counted 
three  hundred  and  eighty  lire  twice  over:  he 
handed  them  to  Fragala,  saying: 

"Three  hundred  and  eighty  lire.  Count  your 
money  over  again." 

"Three  hundred  and  eighty  only?"  asked  the 
other,  again  astounded. 

"Twelve  per  cent  interest  is  taken  off,"  ex- 
plained Don  Gennaro. 

"Is  that  by  the  year?"  asked  Fragala  stupidly. 

"No ;  by  the  month." 

Then  there  was  silence.  While  Fragala  was 
counting  the  money  mechanically,  he  thought,  but 
dared  not  say  to  Parascandolo,  that  the  interest 
had  been  calculated  on  the  first  five  hundred  lire, 
too,  that  he,  Don  Gennaro,  had  lent  him,  and  not 
the  capitalist  Mazzocchi.  He  said  nothing  about 
it,  though ;  indeed,  in  the  innocency  of  his  soul,  he 
remarked,  as  he  got  up  to  go  away: 

"Thank  you  1" 

"Why  thank  me?  It  is  business.  Only,  think  of 
when  it  falls  due.  Mazzocchi  stands  no  nonsense 
— he  is  an  ugly  sort." 

"Never  fear,"  said  Fragala,  with  a  sickly  smile. 
After  taking  leave,  he  went  off,  with  a  colorless 
face  and  bitter  mouth,  as  if  he  had  been  chewing 
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aloes.  At  once  Don  Gennaro  set  himself  to  his 
accounts.  But  it  was  only  for  a  few  minutes,  as 
Salvatore  came  to  say  Ambrogio  Marzano,  the 
lawyer,  was  there,  with  another  gentleman,  want- 
ing to  come  in.  He  expected  them,  evidently,  as 
he  frowned  slightly  and  looked  stiff.  Marzano 
came  in,  with  his  usual  gentle  smile — he  was  a 
lively,  excitable  old  fellow;  the  one  that  looked 
put  out  was  his  companion,  a  gentleman  of  about 
forty,  fat  but  pale,  with  very  clear  eyes  that  rolled 
vaguely  and  sadly. 

The  greetings  were  short.  For  a  fortnight  Mar- 
zano and  Baron  Lamarra  had  kept  coming  to  San 
Giacomo  Street  to  see  Don  Gennaro,  on  money 
business.  They  talked  it  over,  made  suggestions, 
accepted  and  then  refused,  then  started  the  argu- 
ments over  again.  Baron  Lamarra,  son  of  a  sculp- 
tor, who  had  become  a  contractor  by  dint  of  chisel- 
ing in  the  open  air,  and  rich  by  dint  of  laying  one 
soldo  on  another,  had  left  his  son  a  lot  of  money, 
though  he  was  now  trying  for  a  loan  of  three 
thousand  lire.  He  kept  up  his  beggar-on-horse- 
back  airs  at  first,  but  as  the  days  went  on,  and  dif- 
ficulties came  in  the  way,  he  dropped  them,  and 
did  nothing  but  play  with  the  charms  on  his 
watch-chain;  his  conceited  blue  eyes  got  to  have 
a  despairing  expression,  which  Don  Gennaro 
studied  sagaciously — perhaps  it  was  for  his  benefit 
that  he  looked  so  cold.  Only  Don  Ambrogio 
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Marzano  went  on  smiling,  obstinate  in  his  good 
nature. 

"The  Baron  is  rather  anxious  to  finish  up  the 
business  now  we  have  talked  it  over  for  days,"  said 
the  little  old  man,  trying  to  encourage  his  client. 

"Let  us  finish  it,  then,"  Don  Gennaro  answered, 
without  lifting  his  eyes. 

"You  have  not  thought  out  a  better  arrange- 
ment?" Baron  Lamarra  murmured. 

"No,  I  have  not,"  said  Don  Gennaro. 

The  two  looked  at  each  other,  hesitating;  the 
Baron  made  the  lawyer  an  energetic  sign  to  go  on. 

"How  would  it  be?"  Marzano  asked. 

"Here  it  is.  My  capitalist,  Ascanio  Sogliano, 
has  no  funds;  but  he  can  dispose  of  about  forty 
dozen  Chiavari  chairs  at  six  lire  each,  seventy- 
two  lire  the  dozen,  over  two  thousand  eight  hun- 
dred lire  in  all.  He  would  give  these  goods,  which 
are  easy  to  dispose  of,  on  a  three  months'  promis- 
sory note,  with  the  Baron  and  the  Baroness  La- 
marra's  signatures,  each  bound  for  the  whole 
amount,  with  the  usual  interest,  in  advance,  of 
three  per  cent;  three  times  three,  nine — that  is  to 
say,  ninety  lire  a  month;  three  times  ninety,  two 
hundred  and  seventy  lire  for  three  months." 

"And  you  said  there  would  be  a  buyer  for  these 
Chiavari  chairs,  did  you  not?"  Marzano  replied, 
keeping  up  his  frank  tone. 

"Exactly  so,"  said  Don  Gennaro,  still  very  cold. 
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"Buyer  at  how  much?"  asked  Baron  Lamarra 
rather  anxiously,  knowing  the  answer  quite  well, 
but  almost  hoping  for  a  different  one. 

"I  told  you:  at  two  thousand  lire." 

The  lawyer  shook  his  head;  the  Baron  fumed 
with  rage. 

"It  is  too  great  a  loss,  far  too  great  1"  he  cried 
out;  "and,  then,  my  wife's  signature,  too!" 

"Excuse  me,  Baron,"  Don  Gennaro  remarked, 
"you  seem  to  be  under  a  wrong  impression.  I 
am  doing  you  a  favor,  finding  a  tradesman  and  a 
buyer.  I  am  not  taken  up  with  this  business.  I 
often  have  as  good  aristocratic  names  as  yours  on 
bills,  I  can  tell  you.  This  is  to  clear  up  the  posi- 
tion. You  come  here  shouting,  as  if  you  were  in 
brigands'  hands  and  your  ears  were  being  cut  off. 
Here  we  don't  cut  off  ears.  If  the  affair  does  not 
suit  you,  let  it  go.  It  is  indifferent  to  me,  I 
repeat." 

As  a  sign  of  the  greatest  indifference,  he  lighted 
a  cigarette,  and  began  smoking,  looking  up  to  the 
ceiling.  Baron  Lamarra,  whose  face  got  flabbier 
and  more  unhealthy-looking  in  that  annoying 
struggle,  was  disturbed.  Silence  followed.  Mar- 
zano  shook  his  head  gently,  as  if  he  was  lamenting 
over  human  weakness;  he  gazed  at  the  silver  top 
of  his  cane,  without  saying  a  word.  The  Baron 
ran  his  fingers  through  his  black  locks  flecked  with 
white ;  then  he  made  up  his  mind,  and  drew  out  a 
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thick,  black  pocketbook,  took  out  a  paper,  and 
put  it  on  the  table  opposite  Don  Gennaro. 

"It  is  settled,"  he  said,  in  a  choked  voice.  "Here 
is  the  promissory  note." 

Don  Gennaro  only  fluttered  his  eyelids  in  assent. 
He  opened  the  note  and  looked  at  it  a  long  time, 
the  figures,  dates,  and  signatures,  reading  in  a  low 
voice,  "Maddalena  Lamarra — Annibale  Lamarra. 
All  right,"  he  ended  up  aloud,  casting  a  scrutiniz- 
ing glance  at  the  Baron,  whose  face  got  livid  from 
suppressed  rage  or  some  other  feeling.  "Do  you 
want  to  see  the  goods?"  he  then  remarked  punc- 
tiliously. 

"What  does  it  matter  to  me?"  the  Baron  said 
sulkily,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  "Give  me  the 
money  to  use." 

Don  Gennaro  nodded  assent.  As  usual,  he 
opened  the  middle  drawer,  shut  up  the  promissory 
note  in  it,  opened  the  side  drawer,  took  out  bank- 
notes, and  counted  them  methodically. 

"Count  your  money  over,"  he  said,  handing  the 
bundle  to  the  Baron,  who  had  watched  the  appear- 
ance of  bank-notes  with  a  flashing  eye. 

But  he  did  not  count;  he  put  the  notes  into  his 
pocketbook,  and,  without  saying  a  word,  rose  to 
go  away. 

Marzano  vaguely  stammered  some  words  of 
thanks  and  farewell,  but  the  Baron  was  already  on 
the  stairs,  and  the  old  man  ran  after  him,  not  to  let 
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him  elude  him.  When  he  was  alone,  Don  Gen- 
naro  Parascandolo  opened  the  drawer  again  and 
took  out  the  Lamarra  promissory  note;  he  studied 
the  signatures  a  long  time,  saying  over  the  syllables 
ironically:  "Maddalena  Lamarra — bound  for 
whole  amount.  Annibale  Lamarra  for  himself 
and  the  conjugal  authorization."  He  ended  up 
with  a  smile,  and  pushed  it  into  the  drawer  again. 

Ninetto  Costa  had  come  in  without  being  an- 
nounced, and  the  dark,  lively,  elegant  stockbroker, 
in  a  suit  of  English  check,  a  flower  in  his  button- 
hole, ebony  stick  in  hand,  and  big  iron  ring  on  his 
little  ringer  as  a  seal,  seemed  the  pattern  of  happy 
youth.  He  stretched  himself  in  an  armchair,  threw 
his  leg  over,  and  lit  a  cigarette,  humming. 

"Good  settling-day  Monday  was,  eh?"  Don  Gen- 
naro  asked. 

"It  was  bad — bad!"  sang  out  Ninetto  Costa. 

"You  don't  seem  much  put  out.  It  will  be  bad 
for  your  clients  then,  and  not  for  you,"  said  Pa- 
rascandolo. 

"It  is  bad  for  me;  I  have  thirty  to  forty  thou- 
sand lire  at  stake,"  said  the  stockbroker,  beating 
his  trouser-leg  with  his  stick  in  an  elegant  way. 

"And  how  are  you  to  pay?" 

"I  will  pay,"  the  other  ended  up  by  saying,  in 
a  vague  way. 

"You  have  had  several  bad  settling-days,  it  seems 


to  me." 
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"So,  so.  It  is  Lillina  that  takes  away  every- 
thing," he  muttered,  with  a  not  perfectly  sincere 
gesture  of  regret. 

"Lillina?  She  says  'No,'  "  remarked  Don  Gen- 
naro. 

"Did  she  tell  you  so?  She  is  the  greatest  liar 
among  women !  You  can't  think  what  a  liar  she  is, 
Gennaro!"  and  he  cried  out  more  against  her, 
rather  in  a  sham  rage.  "Have  you  got  these 
jewels?"  he  added  anxiously,  though  he  tried  to 
seem  indifferent. 

"Yes.    Are  they  for  Lillina?" 

"Yes — that  is  to  say,  I  am  not  certain ;  she  is  too 
great  a  liar!  Besides,  I  have  some  one  else  in 
my  eye." 

"You  are  a  devil,  Ninetto!"  Don  Gennaro  said 
laughingly. 

From  the  same  drawer  from  which  he  had  pre- 
viously taken  the  money,  Parascandolo  took  out  a 
leather  case  and  opened  it.  The  jewels  twinkled 
on  the  white  velvet:  there  were  a  pair  of  solitaire 
earrings,  a  row  of  diamonds,  a  bracelet,  and  an 
ornament  for  the  hair.  Ninetto  Costa  looked  at 
them,  beating  his  lips  with  the  knob  of  his 
stick.  He  went  further  off,  to  judge  them  better. 
He  did  this  very  gracefully;  but  a  twitching 
of  the  muscles  now  and  then  made  his  smile 
unpleasant. 

"They  are  fine,  eh?"  he  asked  Parascandolo. 
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"I  think  so,"  said  the  other  modestly. 

"You  would  give  them?  You  are  a  man  of 
taste." 

"I  would  give  them — according  to  the  woman. 
Not  to  Lillina." 

"I  don't  know  if  I  will  give  them  to  her — I 
don't  know,"  Costa  burst  out  again  hurriedly, 
"You  think,"  he  added  timidly— "you  think  the))] 
are  worth  twenty  thousand?" 

"It  is  not  what  I  believe ;  Don  Domenico  Maz- 
zocchi,  who  sold  them  to  you,  thinks  they  are.  I 
don't  know  about  them.  Besides,  you  can  get  them 
valued.  Remember,  they  will  ask  two  per  cent 
for  the  valuation." 

He  said  all  this  in  such  a  cold,  disdainful  way 
that  Ninetto  Costa  tried  to  interrupt  him  more  than 
once,  without  managing  it. 

"Are  you  mad?  What  valuation?  I  would  not 
do  such  a  thing,  with  you  and  your  friend  Maz- 
zocchi.  To  take  so  much  trouble!  I  would  not 
dream  of  it.  It  would  be  offensive  to  a  friend — 
two  friends." 

"Have  you  noted  the  terms  of  payment?" 

"Yes,  yes!  at  three,  four,  five,  and  six  months — • 
five  thousand  francs  at  a  time,  with  a  consignment 
on  my  mother's  revenues,  and  all  the  necessary 
papers.  All  is  going  right.  Do  you  wish  noth- 
ing on  the  Exchange?  I'll  buy  for  you." 

"I  don't  do  business;  I  have  retired,"  said  Pa- 
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rascandolo,  smiling  and  bowing,  as  Costa  went  off, 
carrying  the  jewel-case. 

When  he  had  gone,  the  other,  being  now  alone, 
looked  at  the  clock.  It  was  getting  late.  San  Gia- 
como  Street  is  dark  naturally,  and  already,  at  four 
o'clock,  it  looked  as  if  the  day  were  failing.  Don 
Gennaro  was  thinking  whether  he  had  given  an 
appointment  to  any  one  else,  and  if  he  could  go 
away,  having  finished  his  day's  work,  one  of  those 
hard-working  Fridays  for  all  that  provide  money 
— bankers,  money-lenders,  pawnbrokers.  No,  he 
thought,  he  had  not  given  an  appointment  to  any 
one,  and  he  could  go  away.  He  felt  sure  his  coach- 
man had  brought  round  his  carriage  to  take  him 
to  Carracciolo  Street.  But  once  more  the  faithful 
Salvatore  came  in  to  say  three  gentlemen  wished 
to  come  in. 

"Are  there  three?"  asked  Don  Gennaro,  pon- 
dering. 

"Yes,  three—" 

"Let  them  in,"  his  master  said,  recollecting. 

Dr.  Trifari  came  in,  fat,  thick,  red  of  beard  and 
'face,  embarrassed  and  suspicious,  taking  off  the 
high  hat  he  always  wore,  like  all  provincials  set- 
tled in  Naples.  Professor  Colaneri  was  with  him ; 
he  had  a  false  look  behind  his  gold  spectacles,  and 
bowed  in  the  ecclesiastical  style.  A  student,  a 
fellow-countryman  of  Trifari's,  and  Colaneri's  pu- 
pil, was  the  third  one — a  youth  of  twenty-two,  with 
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protruding  teeth,  a  tartan  necktie,  and  a  decidedly 
silly  look.  The  two,  while  keeping  an  eye  on 
each  other,  glanced  now  at  Don  Gennaro,  then  at 
the  embarrassed  provincial  lad,  who  seemed  not  to 
know  what  to  do  with  his  teeth,  quite  unhappy 
at  not  being  able  to  shut  his  mouth.  There  was  a 
curbed  ferocity  in  Trifari's  suspiciousness — it  was 
palpable  in  him  morally  and  physically;  while 
Colaneri's  was  oblique,  sly,  cold,  and  hypocritical. 
The  student  looked  like  a  fly  between  them — a 
stupid  little  fly  held  between  two  spiders,  one  cruel, 
the  other  treacherous. 

Don  Gennaro  looked  at  them  with  a  smile,  guess- 
ing all  that.  Only  to  look  at  the  wicked  intent- 
ness  of  Dr.  Trifari's  eyes  on  the  shut  desk,  Pro- 
fessor Colaneri's  humble  but  dishonest  look,  the 
student's  illness — for  he  seemed  to  see  nothing,  or 
saw  and  heard  without  understanding — explained 
Salvatore's  hesitation.  But  Don  Gennaro  Para- 
scandolo,  who  loved  artistic  things,  had  taken  up  a 
long  Japanese  carved  ivory  scabbard,  and  half 
drew  out,  as  if  by  accident,  a  knife's  shining  blade. 
It  was  a  book-cutter,  though  there  was  not  a  shadow 
of  a  book  on  the  desk.  iWith  a  click  he  sheathed  it 
and  laid  it  on  the  desk,  but  his  fingers  trifled  with 
it.  He  smiled,  smoking  his  everlasting  cigarette, 
without  offering  one,  however,  to  his  three  visitors. 

"So  we  have  come  on  that  business,  Signer  Pa- 
rascandolo.  What  has  been  done?"  Dr.  Trifari 
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questioned,  with  a  sham  politeness  that  ill-covered 
his  roughness. 

"Yes.  What  do  you  refer  to?"  Parascandolo 
said. 

"The  money — the  bank  bill,"  the  plethoric  doc- 
tor burst  out. 

"It  is  an  ordinary  affair  enough,"  remarked 
Parascandolo  with  an  easy  air. 

"What  do  you  say?  With  three  signatures — 
mine,  Professor  Colaneri's,  and  Signer  Rocco  Ga- 
lasso's — you  call  it  an  ordinary  affair?  Whose 
signature  do  you  want — Rothschild's?" 

"Certainly  I  would  prefer  Rothschild's  to  all 
signatures,"  was  said,  with  a  mocking  little  smile. 
"Business  is  business,"  he  added,  in  his  solemn  way. 

"We  are  honest  men,  it  seems  to  me,"  Professor 
Colaneri  yelped  out. 

"I  have  the  highest  respect  for  you,"  said  Pa- 
rascandolo with  exaggerated  politeness.  "But  sig- 
natories must  be  solvent;  that  is  all.  I  have  made 
inquiries  on  account  of  my  principal,  Ascanio  Sog- 
liano.  You  will  understand,  I  must  prevent  him 
making  any  loss,  as  I  make  use  of  his  money.  Now, 
Dr.  Trifari,  here  is  an  excellent  young  fellow — he 
will  become  a  light  in  the  scientific  world — but  his 
signature  is  not  good  for  a  thousand  lire,  nor  is 
Professor  Colaneri's." 

"This  is  infamous!"  Dr.  Trifari  cried  out  "I 
did  not  come  here  to  be  insulted,  by  Jove!" 
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"These  are  slanderous  statements!"  shrieked  Col- 
aneri  the  hypocrite. 

"Where  did  you  make  inquiries?"  Trifari  asked, 
yelling. 

"In  your  own  neighborhood,"  answered  Pa- 
rascandolo  coldly. 

"Of  course,  in  my  own  neighborhood —  It 
is  political  hatred — elections!"  Colaneri  and  Tri- 
fari shouted  in  chorus. 

"That  may  be,"  said  Parascandolo ;  "I  can  not 
know  about  that,  and  it  does  not  matter  to  Sog- 
liano.  So  there  remains  this  worthy  youth  here, 
Rocco  Galasso;  he  is  solvent.  So,  instead  of  three 
thousand  lire,  Sogliano  will  give  a  thousand,  with 
your  three  signatures  as  a  precaution." 

"It  is  impossible  for  us  to  agree  to  that!"  Trifari 
thundered,  purple  with  rage. 

"Impossible!"  shrieked  Colaneri,  quite  livid. 

"As  you  choose,"  said  Parascandolo,  getting  up 
to  go  out. 

But  the  most  dumfounded  of  the  three  was  poor 
Rocco  Galasso,  the  student.  He  turned  his  stupe- 
fied eyes  from  Colaneri  to  Trifari  and  gasped,  as 
if  his  saliva  choked  him.  The  two  left  the  office 
in  confusion,  without  saying  "Good-by,"  talking 
to  each  other,  and  shoving  the  student  before  them 
like  a  silly  sheep.  Parascandolo  quietly  called 
Salvatore  to  brush  his  greatcoat.  It  was  done 
silently^  while  he  filled  his  case  with  cigarettes. 

218 


The  Land  of  Cockayne 

All  at  once,  without  being  announced,  the  three 
burst  again  into  the  room,  looking  queer:  Colaneri 
and  Trifari  as  if  forcibly  restraining  their  rage, 
and  Rocco  Galasso,  pale  and  humiliated,  behind 
them,  like  a  beaten  dog. 

"We  are  to  do  the  business,"  Trifari  muttered, 
as  if  he  was  swallowing  the  wrong  way.  "One 
thousand  lire,  as  you  said." 

Professor  Colaneri  agreed.  Then  the  usual 
scene  was  repeated:  the  money-lender  pulled  out 
a  blank  promissory  note  for  a  thousand  lire  from 
the  drawer  and  put  it  before  Rocco  Galasso,  who 
'dared  not  take  it,  but  went  looking  Colaneri 
and  Trifari  in  the  eye,  one  after  the  other.  The 
two,  as  if  they  were  putting  him  to  the  torture, 
made  him  sit  at  a  corner  of  the  desk,  and  bent  over, 
one  at  each  side,  to  give  him  directions,  and  they 
'dictated  the  formula  word  by  word.  He  put  his 
nose  down  on  the  paper,  being  shortsighted  and 
knowing  nothing  about  the  business,  never  having 
signed  a  promissory  note  before.  Then,  crushed 
down  by  the  two  leaning  on  his  shoulders,  he  got 
confused  and  frightened,  and  held  his  pen  up  hes- 
itatingly. The  work  took  a  long  time.  The  poor 
fellow  was  just  going  to  misstate  the  time  of  its 
falling  due,  when  Trifari  was  down  on  him  with 
a  shout :  "At  two  months !" 

At  last  the  work  was  ended,  and  the  student's 
forehead  dropped  sweat  as  he  raised  it  that  cool 
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March  day.  Don  Gennaro  in  the  meanwhile 
pulled  money  out  of  his  drawer  and  counted  it. 

"Seven  hundred  and  sixty  lire,"  he  said,  holding 
out  the  bundle  of  notes  to  Rocco  Galasso.  "Count 
your  money." 

But  the  latter  dared  not  take  it.  He  looked 
again  at  his  tutors.  Colaneri  put  out  his  fat,  cold 
hand  and  pocketed  the  money  quickly,  while  Tri- 
fari  glared  at  him. 

"You  take  the  interest  in  advance?"  asked  Tri- 
f  ari  with  a  sneer. 

"Yes,  in  advance." 

"Could  you  not  add  it  to  the  promissory  note?" 
Colaneri  retorted,  putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket 
over  the  money. 

"No,  I  can  not,"  said  Parascandolo  dryly,  get- 
ting up  again. 

The  three  went  out  silently.  Colaneri  rushed 
on  in  front;  Trifari  followed  precipitately,  for- 
getting Rocco  Galasso,  who  was  now  of  no  use, 
while  his  greatest  torment  was  that  Parascandolo 
had  made  him  write  his  address  at  Tito  di  Basil- 
icata;  and  the  thought  that  his  father  would  know 
about  it  one  day  or  other  brought  tears  to  his  eyes. 

In  spite  of  Don  Gennaro's  wish  to  go  out,  he  had 
to  wait  five  minutes  more.  A  little  old  woman, 
neatly  dressed  in  black,  a  lady's  maid,  had  arrived, 
bringing  an  introductory  note  from  Signora  Pa- 
rascandolo. Looking  around  her,  she  spoke  to  Don 
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Gennaro  in  a  whisper,  and  he  listened  with  a 
fatherly,  amiable  smile.  Then  she  timidly  showed 
him  something  in  a  case,  wrapped  first  in  black 
cloth  and  then  paper,  which  he  would  not  even 
look  at.  He  pushed  it  away,  but  not  contemptu- 
ously. Then,  after  a  few  words  to  the  old  woman, 
he  signed  to  her  to  keep  silence,  as  she  wished  to 
begin  her  speech  again,  and  he  went  to  the  desk, 
took  out  money,  counted  it,  and  handed  it  in  an  en- 
velope to  her.  She  waited  to  thank  him,  but  he, 
to  cut  her  short,  asked : 

"How  is  Lady  Bianca  Maria?" 

"Not  very  well,"  the  old  woman  said,  with  a 
sigh. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  victoria  bore  easy,  con- 
tented Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo  to  the  Carrac- 
ciolo  promenade,  where  all  his  debtors,  past, 
present,  and  future,  greeted  him  with  smiles  and 
raised  hats ;  and  he  smiled  and  bowed  in  return. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

DON    CRESCENZIO'S    LOTTERY-SHOE 

DONNA  BIANCA  MARIA  CAVALCANTI  read  that 
letter  over  eight  or  ten  times  before  putting  it  in 
her  pocket.  She  was  working  at  her  lace  alone  in 
the  bare  large  room,  thinking  over  what  was  in  it, 
for  she  knew  the  words  by  heart  already.  She  saw 
it  before  her  eyes,  going  over  its  meaning  in  her 
mind.  So  the  slender  bobbins  slipped  from  her 
hands  while  she  dreamt. 

The  letter  was  honest  and  frank.  It  said  that, 
as  a  doctor  and  friend,  he  once  more  advised  her 
to  leave  that  lonely  old  house  where  she  merely 
vegetated.  He  begged  she  would  deign  to  accept 
a  humble,  plain  offer  of  hospitality  in  the  country, 
in  the  village  and  home  he  was  born  in,  where 
his  mother  lived  alone.  Donna  Bianca  Maria 
Cavalcanti  should  not  despise  this  offer  so  frankly 
made.  She  could  go  down  there  with  Margherita. 
The  air  was  good,  the  country  around  fresh  and 
green;  it  was  an  agreeable  solitude.  Dr.  Amati 
could  not  go  because  of  his  work ;  but  his  mother 
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would  be  sure  to  be  very  fond  of  her.  She  would 
be  quite  cured  down  there  in  that  life-giving, 
bright  air.  He  implored  her  tenderly  not  to  say 
"No,"  to  believe  in  his  sincere  devotion  to  her. 
He  could  not  hide  the  real  state  of  her  health  from 
her.  Travel  and  country  air  were  necessaries  of 
life  to  her. 

So  the  great  doctor  wrote  in  that  short,  precise 
style  of  his,  honest,  like  his  face  and  voice ;  a  deep, 
sincere  vein  of  feeling  ran  through  each  phrase. 
Feeling  this,  Bianca  Maria  shut  her  eyes  to  keep 
down  her  emotion.  When  Margherita  brought  her 
the  letter,  she  guessed  at  once  whom  it  came  from 
on  seeing  the  clear,  straight,  precise  writing.  She 
opened  it  quickly,  without  hesitation  or  false  mod- 
esty. After  reading  it,  a  country  landscape,  poor 
and  humble,  but  bright  and  perfumed  with  green, 
rose  before  her  eyes  with  the  sweetness  of  an  idyl ; 
a  flow  of  heat  enlivened  the  slow  blood  in  her 
veins;  a  desire  for  life  and  happiness  gnawed  at 
her  heart;  a  first  rush  of  youthful  eagerness  came. 
Antonio  Amati's  letter,  read  so  often,  was  fixed 
in  her  mind.  As  she  thought  it  over  that  fresh 
Friday  evening  in  March,  the  blood  rushed  to  her 
heart  and  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

The  Marchese  di  Formosa  came  in  that  evening, 
about  eight  o'clock.  He  also  was  more  excited 
than  usual,  with  a  quiver  in  his  limbs  and  features, 
which  he  got  every  week  on  Friday  evening,  as  if 
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he  shortly  expected  a  great  sorrow  or  a  great  joy. 
But  his  daughter  took  no  heed  at  first.  She  was 
distrait;  though  she  went  on  working  mechani- 
cally, the  good,  decided  words  of  the  letter  that 
begged  her  to  save  herself  buzzed  in  her  mind, 
delightfully  disturbing. 

"Well,  is  there  nothing  yet?"  asked  the  Mar- 
chese. 

"What  are  you  asking  about?  I  do  not  under- 
stand," she  said,  coming  back  to  herself. 

"What  am  I  asking  about?  Why,  the  revelation 
the  spirit  is  to  make  to  you.  Perhaps  you  don't  wish 
to  tell  it?  Why  not?  You  must  tell  me;  I  expect 
to  hear  it  from  you." 

"Dear  father,  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  she  an- 
swered, growing  pale,  but  trying  to  keep  her  voice 
steady.  "I  will  never  know  anything  of  what  you 
imagine." 

"I  don't  imagine  1"  he  cried  out.  "They  are 
truths  and  religious  mysteries.  Don  Pasqualino  is 
a  pious  soul.  He  sees.  You  could  see,  too,  if  you 
liked,  but  you  don't  want  to.  Tell  the  truth ;  do 
you  sup  before  going  to  bed?" 

"No,  I  do  not,"  she  said,  keeping  down  her 
head,  resigned  to  the  torture  of  the  inquiry,  touch- 
ing Amati's  letter  in  her  pocket. 

"A  full  body  is  impure;  it  can  not  have  heavenly 
inspiration,"  he  said  in  a  mystical  way.  "What  do 
you  do  before  sleeping?" 
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"I  pray." 

"Do  you  not  ask  for  this  favor  with  all  your 
strength?  Do  you  ask  for  it?" 

She  looked  at  her  father,  and  opened  her  mouth 
to  say  "No."  She  did  not  utter  it;  but  he  under- 
stood her. 

"It  is  natural  the  vision  does  not  come — quite 
natural.  Faith  is  needed,"  said  he,  with  deep  dis- 
dain. "But  what  do  you  pray  for?  What  do  you 
ask  for,  unloving  heart?" 

"I  ask  for  peace,"  she  said  gravely,  waving  her 
hand. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  disdainfully. 

"I  will  make  Don  Pasqualino  pray,"  he  added. 
"You  will  get  the  vision,  whether  you  like  or  not; 
the  spirits  will  insist  on  it.  They  command,  you 
understand.  They  are  masters  in  this  world  and 
the  next.  You  will  have  the  spirit  by  you  when  you 
least  expect  it ;  you  will  see — " 

"God  help  me  I"  said  she,  crossing  herself  with 
an  uncontrollable  shiver. 

"Are  you  afraid?"  he  asked  sneeringly,  no 
longer,  in  his  mad  excitement,  seeing  how  she 
suffered. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  am,"  she  said  feebly,  as  if  she  were 
fainting. 

She  clutched  Antonio  Amati's  honest,  affection- 
ate letter  convulsively,  as  if  to  get  strength  from  it. 
But  the  Marchese  paid  no  more  heed  to  his  daugh- 
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ter.  He  Had  rung  the  bell,  ami  Giovanni  came  in 
in  his  old  livery.  He  looked  undecidedly  at  his 
master  as  he  handed  him  his  hat  and  stick,  as  if 
he  were  alarmed  to  see  him  go  out  earlier  on  that 
than  on  other  Fridays.  But  what  he  dreaded  was 
unavoidable,  because  the  Marchese  said  to  him, 
"Come  with  me,"  going  toward  his  bedroom,  a 
poor,  bare  room  like  the  rest  of  the  house.  Gio- 
vanni lighted  a  wretched  candle  to  hold  their  con- 
versation by.  The  servant  respectfully  stood  right 
before  his  master,  who  kept  up  his  aristocratic 
bearing  and  natural  haughtiness,  which  even  vice 
could  not  subdue. 

"Giovanni,  have  you  any  money?"  he  asked  in 
a  lordly  way. 

The  servant  bowed;  he  did  not  dare  to  answer 
"No"  exactly,  so  he  said  nothing. 

"You  must  have  some,"  the  Marchese  went  on 
rather  sternly.  "I  gave  it  to  you  two  weeks  ago. 
Have  you  spent  it  all?  You  waste  the  little  I  have 
left." 

"Excellency,  last  Friday  you  took  it  almost  all. 
iWe  must  live.  You  would  not  like  her  ladyship  to 
die  of  hunger,"  said  Giovanni  in  a  complaining 
voice. 

"Very  good,  very  good;  I  understand,"  the 
Marchese  interrupted,  irritated,  but  concealing  his 
rage.  "I  need  at  least  fifty  lire.  I  have  a  debt  of 
honor  to  pay  this  evening.  Then  to-morrow  even- 
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ing" — emphasizing  the  words — "I  will  give  it 
back  to  you.  I  will  give  you  other  money,  too,  a 
lot  of  money,  so  that  you  will  not  accuse  me  of 
letting  my  daughter  die  of  hunger." 

"You  are  master;  but  if  you  knew  what  money 
it  is — "  And  he  took  a  torn  note-book  from  his 
pocket. 

"What  is  it  you  refer  to?"  said  the  Marchese, 
casting  devouring  eyes  on  the  pocketbook. 

"Nothing,  my  lord ;"  and  he  respectfully  handed 
his  master  a  fifty-lire  note. 

He  did  it  in  such  a  way  as  to  try  and  prevent  the 
Marchese  seeing  a  second  one  he  had;  but  the  old 
gentleman  dared  not  ask  for  it  just  then. 

"You  can  go?"  he  said  to  the  servant,  who 
went  off. 

He  walked  up  and  down  the  room  impatiently; 
then  he  rang  the  bell  twice.  Margherita  came 
forward  in  the  same  trembling,  almost  hesitating 
way  as  her  husband.  The  old  nobleman,  descended 
from  Guido  Cavalcanti  and  ten  generations  of 
gentlemen,  now  stooped  to  cheat  like  a  rogue. 

"Margherita,  do  you  Juiow  if  Bianca  Maria  has 
money?"  he  asked  absently. 

"Who  would  give  it  to  her?  The  few  lire 
she  gets  from  Sister  Maria  degli  Angioli  and 
her  godfather  at  Christmas  she  gives  to  the 
poor." 

"I  thought  she  had  some,"  he  said2  putting  on 
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his  greatcoat.  "I  am  much  embarrassed;  I  have 
to  pay  a  debt  this  evening,  and  I  supposed  Bianca 
Maria  would  help  her  father.  I  am  very  much 
annoyed.  Perhaps  you  have  some  money,  Mar- 
gherita?" 

"I  have  money,"  said  she,  not  daring  to  deny  it, 
out  of  respect  and  fear  of  her  master. 

"Can  you  give  me  some?  I'll  give  it  you  back 
to-morrow  evening." 

"Really,"  she  replied,  "I  have  some  money,  but 
I  wished  to  buy  a  dress  for  her  ladyship.  Your 
Excellency  does  not  notice  it;  but  at  twenty,  and 
as  lovely  as  a  queen,  my  mistress  has  only  had  two 
dresses  in  two  years — one  for  summer,  the  other 
for  winter.  She  does  not  even  notice  it  herself, 
poor  soul! —  I  had  thought  of  buying  one  for 
her.  Your  Excellency  could  have  given  me  back 
the  money  at  your  leisure." 

"Sister  Margherita,  give  me  that  money  now, 
and  to-morrow  evening,  I  promise  you  before 
God,  Bianca  Maria  will  have  money  for  ten 
dresses." 

"Amen,"  said  Margherita  sadly  and  resignedly. 

She  could  not  resist  the  emotion  in  her  master's 
voice.  Pulling  out  a  silk  purse  from  her  bodice, 
she  detached  a  hundred-lire  note  from  a  roll  of 
notes.  He  took  it  and  hid  it  at  once  in  his  purse, 
and  went  out,  saying  with  wild  joy,  in  a  strange 
tone  of  certainty,  "Till  to-morrow  evening."  And 
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he  said  "Till  to-morrow  evening"  again  as  he 
passed  through  the  drawing-room,  standing  by  his 
daughter  at  a  window  which  she  had  opened  to  get 
fresh  air  to  try  to  recover  from  her  moral  and 
physical  weakness. 

The  Marchese  di  Formosa  went  down  the  steps 
quickly,  lively  as  a  lad  going  to  a  love-tryst.  Some 
one,  in  fact,  was  waiting  for  him,  walking  up  and 
down  before  the  door.  It  was  Don  Pasqualino 
de  Feo,  the  medium.  His  sickly,  mean  look  was 
not  changed  at  all;  he  still  wore  his  torn,  dirty 
clothes,  but  that  evening  his  eyes  were  sparkling 
in  his  thin  face.  He  put  his  hand  on  the  Marchese 
di  Formosa's  arm.  Formosa,  who  had  not  noticed 
him,  greeted  him  with  a  smile. 

"Have  you  the  money?"  asked  Don  Pasqualino, 
lowering  his  eyelids  as  if  to  hide  the  flame  alight 
in  his  eyes. 

"Yes;  how  much  is  needed?" 

"Four  Masses  must  be  paid  for  in  four  parishes 
to-morrow  morning.  We  will  make  it  five  lire 
each  Mass.  I  must  spend  the  night  in  prayer.  The 
spirit  told  me  to  shut  myself  up  in  San  Pasquale 
at  midnight.  I  have  promised  a  gift  of  ten  lire 
to  the  sacristan ;  otherwise  it  would  not  be  allowed. 
We  agreed  to  light  four  candles  before  San  Bene- 
detto's altar;  it  is  his  day  to-morrow.  Ten  lire — 
forty;  yes,  forty  lire  would  be  enough." 

He  made  his  calculation  coldly^  keeping  hi$ 
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eyes  cast  down,  but  his  mysterious  talk  was  unusu- 
ally clear.  The  Marchese  di  Formosa  agreed  with 
a  nod  to  every  new  expense  that  the  medium 
enumerated,  thinking  it  reasonable. 

"And  how  much  for  yourself?"  he  asked,  after 
counting  out  forty  lire  into  Don  Pasqualino's 
hands. 

"You  know  I  need  nothing,"  said  the  otherj 
waving  it  off. 
i,     "When  do  we  meet?" 

"To-morrow  morning  after  my  vigil,  if  the  spirit 
leaves  me  alive.  Friday  last  I  was  so  beaten  I 
thought  I  was  dying,"  the  medium  said  emphati- 
cally, but  in  a  whisper. 

"I  trust  in  you,"  Formosa  murmured. 

"Let  us  trust  in  A/ra,"  retorted  the  other  fer- 
vently, showing  the  whites  of  his  eyes. 
,     "Pray  to  him — pray  to  him!" 

They  separated  after  the  Marchese  had  pressed 
two  soft,  moist  fingers  that  Don  Pasqualino  held 
out  to  him.  De  Feo  went  up  again  toward  Tarsia ; 
Formosa  went  down  toward  Toledo  Road.  He, 
was  going  to  the  lottery  bank,  No.  117,  at  the  cor- 
ner of  Nunzio  Lane,  where  the  handsome,  chest- 
nut-bearded Don  Crescenzio  was  the  banker,  and 
where  Formosa  and  his  friends  were  in  the  habit 
of  staking.  The  shop,  lately  whitewashed,  glit- 
tered with  light.  Three  gas-jets  were  burning  at 
lull  cock  above  the  broad  wooden  counter  and 
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high  wire  grating  that  cut  off  the  bottom  of  the 
shop  from  one  wall  to  the  other.  Behind  this 
counter,  seated  on  three  high  stools  in  front  of 
openings  in  the  grating,  Don  Crescenzio  and  his 
two  clerks  were  working,  his  lads,  so  called,  though 
one  of  them — Don  Baldassare — was  seventy,  and 
might  have  been  a  hundred,  he  looked  so  decrepit; 
though  the  other  had  one  of  those  colorless  faces, 
with  indefinite  lines  and  coloring,  that  might  be 
any  age. 

They  kept  a  big  register  open  before  them, 
called  "To  mother  and  daughter''' — that  is  to  say, 
with  double  yellow  slips  of  paper.  They  wrote 
the  numbers  on  them  with  heavy,  sharp-pointed 
pens,  so  as  to  have  a  clear,  strong  handwriting, 
putting  down  each  number  twice;  one  could  see 
their  lips  move  as  they  repeated  it.  Then  they 
cut  the  ticket  with  a  dry  click  of  the  great  scis- 
sors held  in  the  right  hand,  passed  it  quickly 
through  a  wooden  saucer  of  black  sand  to  dry  it, 
and,  after  taking  the  money,  handed  it  to  the 
gambler.  Don  Crescenzio  had  the  fine  contented 
look  of  a  good  macaroni-eater,  smiling  in  his  dark 
beard;  while  Don  Baldassare,  so  bent  he  seemed 
hunchbacked,  his  crooked  nose  drooping  into 
his  toothless  mouth,  worked  very  phlegmatically. 
Don  Checchino,  the  pale  clerk,  wrote  hurriedly, 
so  as  to  finish  and  go  away. 

When  the  Marchese  di  Formosa  came  in  about 
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half-past  nine,  the  shop  was  full  of  people  putting 
down  their  stakes.  The  game  began  feebly  on 
Friday  morning,  increasing  at  midday,  and  in  the 
evening  it  got  to  the  flood.  The  Marchese  di  For- 
mosa beckoned,  and  Don  Crescenzio  opened  his 
little  door  and  attentively  handed  him  a  chair. 
The  Marchese  always  spent  Friday  evenings  there, 
seated  in  a  corner,  watching  all  the  people  gam- 
bling. He  tried  to  get  up  an  excitement  by  the 
sight,  and  succeeded  to  a  great  extent.  He  had  the 
lottery  numbers  and  the  money  in  his  pocket;  but 
he  never  played  when  he  first  came  in.  He  first 
tasted  the  joy  for  a  long  time  of  seeing  others 
do  it. 

The  shop  was  full  of  people.  They  came  in  by 
two  wide  open  doors,  one  in  Toledo  Road,  the 
other  in  Nunzio  Lane. 

The  flood  rolled  in  and  out,  beating  against  the 
wooden  counter,  which  was  shiny  from  human 
contact.  The  crowd  was  of  all  ranks  and  ages, 
with  every  variety  of  the  human  face :  good-look- 
ing and  ugly,  healthy  and  sickly,  gay,  sorrowing, 
stupefied,  and  dull.  The  crowd  came  from  all  the 
streets  around,  from  Chianche  della  Carita  and 
Corsea,  San  Tommaso  di  Aquino  cloister  and  Con- 
siglio  ward,  Toledo  and  San  Liborio  Lane;  arid 
there  was  another  lottery  bank  a  short  distance  off, 
one  in  Magnocavallo  Street,  and  another  in  Pig- 
nasecca  Road.  In  a  few  hundred  steps'  radius 
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there  were  several,  all  flaming  with  gas  and  over- 
flowing with  people.  But  if  a  lottery  bank  was 
opened  for  every  three  other  shops  in  Naples,  from 
Friday  to  Saturday,  each  would  have  its  crowd. 
Besides,  lottery  banks  go  by  favor,  like  other1 
things ;  some  are  popular,  others  are  not.  That  in 
Nunzio  Lane,  like  those  of  Plebiscite  Square  and 
the  Monte  Oliveto  Road,  had  a  great  name  for 
luck.  Large  sums  had  been  won  there.  Many 
people,  therefore,  came  from  a  distance  to  stake  a 
lira,  five  lire,  ten  lire,  fifty  lire,  or  a  hundred,  at 
the  bank. 

The  three  groups  in  front  of  the  wickets  in  Don 
Crescenzio's  lottery  bank  melted  into  one,  forever 
flowing  and  ebbing;  and  the  Marchese  di  Formosa, 
his  hat  a  little  back  on  his  head,  showing  his  fine 
forehead  with  some  drops  of  sweat  on  it,  looked 
on  this  sight  with  enchanted  eyes,  holding  his  ebony 
stick  between  his  legs.  Sometimes,  on  recognizing 
a  friend  or  acquaintance  before  one  of  the  open- 
ings, his  eyes  shone  with  delight,  much  flattered 
that  so  many  distinguished  worthy  people  shared 
his  passion.  He  opened  his  eyes  wide  to  see  it  all, 
to  take  in  the  ever-changing  picture,  stretching 
his  ears  to  hear  the  conversations  and  soliloquys — 
for  lottery  gamblers  speak  to  themselves  out  loud, 
even  in  public — to  find  out  which  number  among 
so  many  mentioned  came  oftenest  into  people's 
mouths,  so  as  to  play  it  that  night  or  next  morning. 
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It  was  warm,  and  the  light  was  strong  in  that 
crowded  little  shop.  But  the  Marchese  di  For- 
mosa felt  a  curious  pleasure,  a  full  wide  sensation 
of  vitality;  he  felt  young  again,  and  in  the  pride  of 
health  and  strength. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  crowd  was  not  getting 
smaller;  it  increased.  While  in  front  of  white- 
faced  Don  Checchino's  wicket  a  lot  of  students 
made  a  row,  calling  out  their  own  numbers,  laugh- 
ing, and  pushing  each  other,  at  old  Don  Baldas- 
sare's,  in  front  of  the  humble  crowd  were  two  or 
three  great  gamblers,  who  gave  a  whole  string  of 
numbers,  staking  tens  and  hundreds  of  lire  on  them. 
The  old  clerk  wrote  slowly,  phlegmatically,  and 
read  them  out  before  handing  the  tickets.  At  Don 
Crescenzio's,  where  the  work  was  got  through1 
quicker,  the  scene  changed  every  minute:  the  clerk 
came  after  the  soldier-servant  sent  to  stake  for  his 
Colonel,  a  sulky  workman  gave  place  to  a  stupid- 
looking  country  nurse,  the  old  lay  Sister  stuck 
herself  behind  the  retired  magistrate — all  were 
chattering,  looking  ecstatic,  or  deeply,  sadly 
engrossed. 

That  was  how  Don  Domenico  Mayer  looked, 
the  misanthropic  Under-Secretary  of  Finance.  He 
was  now  standing  before  Don  Crescenzio,  his  eyes 
cast  down,  his  cavernous  voice  dictating  ten 
chances,  chances  in  sequence,  on  which  he  boldly 
played  two  lire  each,  to  win  ten  thousand  lire,  less 
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tlie  tax  on  personal  estate.  At  the  third  chance,  he 
asked  fiercely: 

"How  much  is  the  tax?" 

"Thirteen  and  twenty  per  cent,"  Don  Crescen- 
zio  replied  playfully,  waving  his  fat  white  hand  in 
a  graceful  style. 

"Cheat  of  a  government!"  a  shrill  voice  called 
out  behind  Don  Domenico. 

It  was  Michele  the  shoeblack,  waiting  to  play 
his  small  Friday  evening  game.  He  was  to  play- 
higher  stakes  next  day,  when  he  got  the  money 
from  Donna  Concetta.  In  the  meanwhile  he  tasted 
the  delight  of  being  there  as  he  waited  his  turn. 
At  the  third  sequence  Don  Domenico  explained 
his  game. 

"I  don't  care  about  taking  the  double;  fifteen 
lire  are  nothing  to  me." 

"Indeed!"  said  complacent  Don  Crescenzio. 

He  took  the  money,  folded  the  coupons  neatly, 
and  handed  them  to  him.  Getting  on  tiptoe  to 
reach  the  wicket,  the  lame  hunchback  was  already 
dictating  his  numbers.  He  gave  the  explanation 
of  each. 

"This  I  have  played  for  twenty  years — this  is 
Father  Guiseppe  d'Avellino's  chance — this  is  the 
double  of  the  day — this  is  the  chance  of  the  man 
killed  in  the  Piazza  degli  Orefici." 

But  they  were  small  stakes,  seven  or  eight  lire 
in  all,  and  those  waiting  behind  him  got  impatient, 
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By  a  curious  attraction,  big  gamblers  went  to  Don 
Baldassare,  the  old  man.  Ninetto  Costa,  in  even- 
ing dress,  just  showing  under  his  overcoat,  his 
opera  hat  rather  askew  on  his  curly,  scented  hair, 
his  very  white  teeth  uncovered  by  smiling  red  lips, 
handed  his  list  over  to  the  accountant,  while  he 
smoked  a  Havana  calmly,  cheerful  as  usual.  He 
satisfied  Don  Baldassare's  inquiries  pleasantly. 
The  sum  staked  had  to  be  repeated  to  him  as  a 
precaution,  not  because  he  wondered  at  the  large- 
ness of  it. 

"On  the  first  ticket  seventy  for  a  chance,  twenty 
for  a  quarter  chance?" 

"Yes,  that  is  it";  and  he  puffed  out  odorous 
smoke. 

"On  the  second  sequence  a  hundred  and  fifty, 
is  it?" 

"Yes,  a  hundred  and  fifty." 

"On  the  third  the  whole  ticket,  two  hundred 
and  forty  lire.  Is  that  right?" 

"Two  hundred  and  forty — that  is  right." 

The  Marchese  di  Formosa,  who  had  exchanged 
a  smile  with  Ninetto  Costa,  strained  his  ears  to 
hear  the  ciphers.  He  quivered,  touched  with  a 
little  envy,  regretting  he  had  not  so  much  money 
to  stake.  When  he  heard  the  whole  amount,  six 
hundred  and  fifty  lire,  and  saw  Ninetto  Costa  pull 
out  this  sum  lightly  to  hand  to  Don  Baldasarre,  he 
grew  pale,  thinking  how  much  he  could  win  with 
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so  high  a  stake.  He  went  out,  almost  choking,  to 
get  air  at  the  door.  There  Ninetto  Costa  joined 
him.  Both  gazed  down  Toledo,  on  its  crowd  and 
lights,  without  seeing  them. 

"You  are  lucky,"  stammered  the  old  nobleman ; 
"you  have  money." 

"If  you  knew  all!"  said  the  other,  grown  grave 
suddenly.  "I  pawned  jewels  I  paid  twenty  thou- 
sand lire  for,  and  I  only  got  five  thousand.  The 
pawnshops  keep  down  the  loans  on  Fridays  and 
Saturdays;  they  get  such  a  lot  of  things." 

"What  does  it  matter?  You  will  win,"  said  the 
old  man,  rolling  his  eyes,  excited  by  the  vision  of 
success. 

"On  Monday  I  have  a  settlement  at  the  Ex- 
change— twenty  thousand  lire,  and  not  a  penny  in 
my  pocket.  If  I  don't  win  something,  where  shall 
I  hide  my  head?" 

"You  have  good  numbers?"  Formosa  asked 
anxiously. 

"I  have  staked  everything.  Pasqualino  de  Feo 
wanted  fifty  lire  to  soothe  the  spirit.  He  gave  me 
three  numbers,  two  doubles,  and  an  alternate. 
Then  that  little  girl  I  pay  court  to — I  gave  her  a 
watch.  She  gave  me  some  numbers,  but  under  a 
symbol.  You  understand?  Then  there  are  the 
Cabal  numbers  we  play  together,  and  Marzano 
the  cobbler's,  and  so  on.  I  know  if  I  don't  win, 
Marchese,  and  a  big  sum,  too,  I  must  go  bank- 
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and  the  thoughtless  stock-broker's  voice 
trembled  tragically.  "I  am  going  to  a  dance — 
good-evening,"  he  said  then,  lighting  his  cigar 
again;  and  he  went  off  with  his  nimble  step. 

Excited  by  this  talk,  the  Marchese  di  Formosa 
went  into  the  lottery-shop  again.  Now,  before  the 
pale,  flabby  Don  Checchino's  wicket,  leaning  her 
elbow  on  the  counter,  Carmela,  the  cigar-girl, 
using  the  ten  lire  Donna  Concetta  gave  her  for  her 
earrings,  was  saying  her  numbers,  faintly,  with 
very  frequent  pauses,  playing  three  or  four  popular 
tickets. 

"Six  and  twenty-two — put  half  a  lira  on 
that;  eight,  thirteen,  and  eighty- four — two  soldi 
for  the  double  of  it,  eight  soldi  for  the  chance; 
then  eight  and  ninety,  on  the  double,  four  soldi 


more." 


She  stopped  now  and  then,  as  if  other  sad 
thoughts  distracted  her;  a  flush  colored  her 
delicate  cheeks.  When  Don  Checchino  made 
up  the  account,  four  lire  eight  soldi,  she  took 
out  a  roll  of  copper  money  and  began  to  count 
slowly. 

"Hurry  up!  Hurry  up!"  an  impatient  woman's 
voice  cried  out. 

She  turned  round  and  recognized  the  woman, 
an  old  servant,  Donna  Rosa,  she  who  served  in  the 
house  where  her  unfortunate  sister  lived.  They 
spoke  in  a  whisper. 
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"Oh,  Donna  Rosa,  and  how  is  Filomena?" 

"She  is  well;  but  she  is  in  distress.  She  sent 
me  to  play  this  number — three  girls  are  play- 
ing it,  rather,  as  there  has  been  a  wound  given, 
unluckily." 

"Oh,  Jesus!  God  bless  her,  poor  sister!  And 
you — where  do  you  come  from?" 

"I  live  in  Chianche  Road,  and  I  am  going 
home." 

"Greet  her  for  me,"  Carmela  whispered  eagerly. 

Pulling  her  shawl  round  her,  she  went  away, 
with  her  head  down,  as  if  overpowered  by  fatigue. 
Next  to  Rosa,  the  unfortunate's  servant,  came 
Baron  Annibale  Lamarra,  fat,  pale,  panting  with 
his  hurried  walk  from  one  lottery  bank  to  another. 
He  played  many  tickets  of  twenty,  fifty,  a  hundred 
lire  each ;  but,  fearing  to  be  spied  on  by  his  miserly 
wife,  whose  dower  he  wasted,  in  spite  of  terrible 
scenes,  afraid  of  being  caught  by  his  father,  a  self- 
made  man,  he  had  got  up  the  fraud  of  playing  a 
ticket  at  each  place.  He  ran  panting  from  one 
lottery-office  to  another,  trying  to  believe  he  would 
win  on  Saturday  and  take  back  the  promissory 
note  from  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  the  one  that 
had  his  wife's  signature.  The  thought  of  it  made 
him  shiver  with  fright.  When  he  got  out  of  Don 
Crescenzio's  lottery-shop  he  breathed  again,  and 
reckoned  up  mentally.  Of  the  two  thousand  lire, 
he  had  given  two  hundred  to  Ambrogio  Marzano, 
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the  cheerful  old  lawyer,  for  arranging  with  Pa- 
rascandolo;  then  he  had  staked  one  thousand  six 
hundred  lire  in  different  banks.  He  had  two  hun- 
dred lire  left.  He  would  stake  them  next  day, 
for  perhaps  he  would  dream  of  some  good  number 
at  night.  It  was  no  use  risking  it  all  at  once. 
In  the  meanwhile,  from  the  other  door,  just  as 
he  got  out,  Don  Ambrogio  Marzano  came 
in.  He  stopped  to  talk  with  the  Marchese  di 
Formosa. 

"Have  you  some  good  lottery  numbers?"  For- 
mosa asked  anxiously.  He  clung  to  the  pleasant 
old  man  as  a  bearer  of  luck. 

"I  have  a  forty-nine  repeater  that  is  a  love,  my 
lord  I"  whispered  the  enthusiast,  so  as  not  to  be 
heard. 

"Ah!  and  what  else?" 

"Twenty-seven,  you  know,  is  the  sympathetic 
number  at  the  end  of  the  month." 

"I  have  it,  too.  What  do  you  say  of  the  four- 
teenth?" 

"It  is  very  good,  Excellency;  but  do  you 
wish  really  to  know  the  lightning,  the  dazzling 
number?" 

"Tell  me— tell  me!" 

"I  tell  you  in  brotherly  love,  because  when  I 
have  a  treasure  I  can't  be  selfish  with  it,  and  keep 
it  to  myself.  You  may  have  it  as  a  proof  of  affec- 
tion— it  is  thirty- five!" 
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"Ah!"  said  the  Marchese  in  a  stupor  of  admira- 
tion. 

In  the  meanwhile,  still  quite  serene,  Don  Am- 
brogio  Marzano  went  to  place  his  stakes  with  Don 
Crescenzio.  It  is  true  he  had  had  to  give  the  usual 
fifteen  lire  to  his  Cabalist  cobbler.  He  had  given 
ten  to  Don  Pasqualino,  though  he  did  not  believe 
in  him  much,  and  a  journey  to  Marano,  to  take 
Father  Illuminate  a  tortoise-shell  snuff-box,  had 
cost  him  thirty  lire;  but  he  had  taken  them  from  a 
prepayment  of  law  expenses  he  got  from  a  client, 
so  that  the  two  hundred  lire  was  intact,  and  he 
paid  it  all.  Gaetano  the  glove-cutter,  Annarella's 
husband,  whose  child  was  dying,  was  waiting  his 
turn  to  stake;  but  it  was  a  hard  week,  he  had  not 
got  the  loan  of  a  soldo,  and  had  had  difficulty  in 
getting  an  advance  of  five  lire  from  his  mas- 
ter. He  staked  four  of  them,  kepping  back  one 
for  the  numbers  he  might  think  of  on  Saturday 
morning. 

Now,  as  night  came  on,  Don  Crescenzio  and  his 
tired,  stupefied  clerks  had  a  sort  of  confused  look, 
like  those  that  have  sat  too  long  at  musical  and 
dancing  entertainments,  with  dazzled  eye  and 
deafened  ears;  but  they  went  on  working.  It  was 
the  grand  weekly  harvest,  a  gathering  in  of  thou- 
sands, hundreds,  and  tens  of  lire  for  the  Govern- 
ment. Don  Crescenzio  got  a  percentage  of  it,  and 
on  good  weeks  he  gave  his  "lads"  a  little  extra. 
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Even  the  people  coming  in  constantly  to  stake  had 
a  queer  look.  Some  were  uneasy,  some  were  look- 
ing round  them  suspiciously ;  others  dragged  along 
in  a  tired  way,  or  their  eyes  were  distracted,  as  if 
they  were  out  of  their  senses.  There  were  those 
who  had  just  found  out  numbers,  or  obtained 
money  to  stake;  servants,  their  day's  work  over, 
had  run  off  to  the  lottery  before  going  to  bed; 
shop-lads,  that  had  just  shut  up  shop,  and  youths 
who  had  run  out  between  two  acts  at  the  Fioren- 
tino  Theatre,  were  coming  in;  and  Cabalists  from 
the  Diodati  Cafe,  or  the  wine-room  of  the  Testa 
d'Oro  Cafe,  who  were  all  Don  Crescenzio's  cus- 
tomers, and  after  long  discussion  now  ended  by 
risking  all  they  had  that  evening;  then  a  magis- 
trate, weighed  down  by  children  and  poverty,  on 
his  way  back  from  a  game  of  cards,  soldo  points, 
ventured  the  twenty  lire  that  was  to  feed  them  for 
four  days;  and  the  pale,  sickly  painter  of  saints, 
having  insisted  on  getting  the  money  for  a  Santa 
Candida  beforehand,  came  in  just  then  to  stake  it, 
and  he  was  certain  to  play  next  morning  what 
Donna  Concetta  had  promised  him  for  the  statue 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

Even  a  very  elegant  little  carriage  stopped,  and 
a  hand  in  pearl-gray  gloves,  studded  with  dia- 
monds at  the  wrist,  handed  a  paper  and  money  to 
a  gallooned  footman.  The  Marchese  di  Formosa, 
who  had  left  his  seat  out  of  nervousness,  and  was 
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wandering  among  the  gamblers  who  came  out  and 
in,  recognized  the  profile  of  a  lady  of  his  own  set, 
the  Spanish  Princess,  Ines  di  Miradois. 

"It  is  true,  then,  that  Francesco  Althan  takes 
everything  from  her,"  the  old  nobleman  thought  td 
himself. 

He  joined  Dr.  Trifari  and  Professor  Colaneri 
as  they  now  came  in,  still  quivering  with  rage. 
They  quarreled  by  the  hour  about  dividing  poor 
Rocco  Galasso's  seven  hundred  and  sixty  lire.  Tri- 
fari made  out  he  had  induced  his  fellow-villager, 
Rocco  Galasso,  to  sign,  and  he  wanted  five  hun- 
dred lire.  Colaneri  made  out  that  Rocco  Galasso 
had  signed  the  promissory  note  so  as  to  get  the  ex- 
amination papers  from  him  beforehand,  and  by 
giving  them  he  had  gravely  compromised  himself; 
he  might  lose  his  post  through  it;  therefore  the 
five  hundred  lire  were  his.  The  struggle  had  been 
tremendous.  They  nearly  came  to  blows  twice; 
but  Trifari  very  unwillingly,  choking  with  rage, 
gave  in,  because  he  knew  Colaneri  had  revelations 
at  night — a  thing  he,  a  full-blooded  heretical  blas- 
phemer, did  not  have.  And  Colaneri  gave  in  be- 
cause Trifari  brought  him  many  students  to  do 
business  with  for  the  examinations — a  most  dan- 
gerous thing  to  do,  and  he  himself  was  afraid  of 
the  risk,  but  he  yielded  to  temptation  to  satisfy  his 
vices.  In  short,  they  divided  the  seven  hundred 
and  sixty  lire.  They  had  met  the  medium,  who 

243 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

asked  them  in  an  inspired  tone  if  they  wished  to 
do  alms  of  five  lire  to  St.  Joseph.  They  gave  it, 
thinking  the  question  meant  numbers,  and  that  they 
ought  to  play  five  for  the  money  and  nineteen  for 
St.  Joseph's  number.  All  the  medium  says  on 
Friday  evening  and  Saturday  morning  means  lot- 
tery numbers. 

So  that  Trifari  and  Colaneri,  after  making  their 
game  on  their  favorite  numbers,  came  down  at  once 
to  play  these  less  probable  ones,  according  to  them; 
then  they  played  the  popular  numbers,  which  were 
three  and  four — just  in  case.  And  at  last,  leaning 
on  the  great  wooden  counter,  they  looked  in  each 
other's  faces  with  an  idiotic  grin,  still  thinking  out 
if  they  had  forgotten  anything. 

In  spite  of  the  late  hour,  people  went  on  crowd- 
ing up  Don  Crescenzio's  lottery  bank.  He  would 
get  a  large  profit  this  last  Friday  in  March,  owing 
to  a  return  of  the  epidemic,  one  of  those  wild  at- 
tacks of  the  chronic  disease  that  eats  up  Neapolitan 
fortunes.  There  were  people  come  out  of  theatres 
who  had  thought  all  evening  about  what  ticket  to 
play;  they  did  not  wish  to  put  off  doing  so  till 
Saturday,  for  fear  of  forgetting  it  in  the  few  morn- 
ing hours  left.  There  were  night-cabmen  who 
stopped  before  the  shop,  came  down  from  the  box, 
and  waited  their  turn  to  play,  the  inseparable  whip 
in  hand,  with  the  patient  eyes  of  those  accustomed 
to  long  waiting;  there  were  those  ragged,  wretched, 
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wandering  night-hawkers,  shadowy  figures,  who 
shivered  with  fright  in  the  bright  warm  gaslight — 
venders  of  newspapers,  fritters,  pickers-up  of  cigar- 
ends,  sellers  of  raisin  cake,  of  beans,  of  hay  for  the 
horses  of  night-cabs  passing  from  time  to  time, 
calling  out  their  wares;  and  they,  too,  stopped  at 
the  lottery-stand,  and  went  in,  not  able  to  resist 
playing  a  lira,  half  a  lira,  a  few  soldi.  The  driver 
and  two  porters  of  the  omnibus  that  takes  travel- 
ers by  the  last  train  to  the  Allegria  Hotel  came  in; 
while  the  bus-conductors  and  drivers  in  Carita 
Square,  as  soon  as  their  day's  run  was  over,  which 
must  have  made  them  dead  tired,  had  come  to 
stake  on  the  lottery  before  going  home. 

Formosa  had  not  made  up  his  mind  to  play  yet, 
with  that  sort  of  dallying  with  time  all  lovers  and 
excitable  people  go  in  for.  In  a  corner  of  the 
entrance,  so  as  to  let  people  pass,  he  conversed 
with  Trifari  and  Colaneri,  who  did  not  want  to 
leave  either,  though  they  had  nothing  left  to  stake. 
They  stood  to  enjoy  that  light,  warmth,  and 
crowd,  the  money  flowing  in,  the  lottery-tickets  go- 
ing out,  pledges  of  fortune  and  riches,  and  to  muse 
over  which  of  them  was  the  right  one.  Which — 
which?  Here  was  the  tremendous,  delightful 
doubt,  the  immense,  burning  unknown,  the  mys- 
tery that  smiled  through  the  veil  that  can  not  be 
lifted. 

After  taking  a  little  walk  through  Toledo  Road, 
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being  unable  to  resist  the  attraction,  Ambrogio 
Marzano,  the  lawyer,  had  come  back,  too,  and 
joined  his  little  group  of  Cabalist  friends,  con- 
versing with  them  by  fits  and  starts.  Quite  in- 
capable of  not  mentioning  his  number,  his  crown- 
ing stroke,  he  told  them  of  thirty-five,  so  that  Col- 
aneri  and  Trifari  went  in  to  play  it,  and  he,  Mar- 
zano, went  in  to  play  seventy-three,  which  Colaneri 
had  given  him.  No,  Formosa  was  not  going  to 
stake  yet.  But  the  end  of  his  enjoyment  was  draw- 
ing near;  he  felt  the  great  moment  coming  on,  and 
in  one  of  his  fervent,  mystic  bursts  he  prayed 
silently  to  the  Lord,  the  Casa  Cavalcanti  Madonna, 
the  Ecce  Homo  he  worshiped  in  his  family  chapel,, 
to  enlighten  and  inspire  him,  to  do  him  the  one 
great  favor  he  had  asked  for  years. 

His  friends,  after  tasting  this  other  drop  of  pleas- 
ure, came  out  again,  and  chatted  vivaciously  about 
numbers,  getting  excited  with  the  big  shadows  that 
now  filled  the  Toledo  Road,  broken  by  that  square 
of  light  the  lottery  lamp  cast  on  the  pavement. 
Just  then  they  saw  Cesare  Fragala  go  in.  After 
shutting  his  shop,  the  gay  confectioner  always 
spent  a  couple  of  hours  at  his  club  to  play  domi- 
noes with  other  tradesmen — grocers,  drapers,  oil- 
men, fishmongers — putting  down  a  soldo  a  game. 
On  Friday  evening  he  played  these  long  games, 
too,  but  rather  distractedly,  nervous,  in  spite  of  his 
youthful  gaiety,  and  he  made  off  rather  early  to  go 
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to  his  dear  Don  Crescenzio's  to  make  his  weekly 
large  stake. 

Really,  there  was  a  little  crabbedness  in  his 
gambling  ardor,  something  like  a  feeling  of  re- 
morse, of  shame  at  throwing  away  his  money  in 
that  way,  so  he  came  late  to  the  lottery  bank,  when 
there  were  fewer  people  about  to  see  and  know 
him.  He  was  put  out  that  evening  by  Formosa's 
greeting  him;  it  annoyed  him  to  be  seen  by  his 
neighbor.  Then  he  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
stood  by  his  dearest  friend  Don  Crescenzio,  who 
went  on  writing,  stroking  his  fine  beard,  making  a 
lot  of  fine  flourishes  with  his  pen.  He  began  to 
dictate  his  numbers  to  him  on  and  on,  showing 
his  white  teeth  in  a  smile.  Don  Crescenzio  wrote 
on  quite  unmoved.  For  the  six  months  that  Cesare 
Fragala  played  at  his  bank  the  stakes  had  gone  on 
increasing.  In  that  flood  of  numbers  dictated,  Don 
Crescenzio,  with  his  peculiar  memory,  recognized 
the  medium's  numbers — that  is  to  say,  his  symbols, 
that  every  one  rmd  interpreted  differently,  so  that 
Formosa,  Colaneri,  Trifari,  Marzano,  Ninetto 
Costa,  Cesare  Fragala,  and  all  who  took  their 
luck  on  Don  Pasqualino's  words,  played  different 
numbers,  and  a  great  many  of  them,  and  thus  they 
all  managed  now  and  then  to  win  some  small 
amount — very  seldom,  it  is  true,  but  often  enough 
to  fan  their  passion  and  make  them  all  slaves  to 
Don  Pasqualino's  cloudy  phrases.  So  with  a  slight 
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smile,  while  he  was  adding  up  the  sum,  Don  Cres- 
cenzio  said: 

"You,  too,  are  one  of  Pasqualino  de  Feo's 
clients?" 

"You  know  him?"  asked  Fragala  anxiously. 

"Eh,  we  are  friends,"  Crescenzio  muttered. 

"He  knows  the  numbers,  does  he  not?"  Fragala 
asked,  with  a  quiver  in  his  throat. 

"Often  he  gets  them  right." 

"How  often?" 

"When  his  client  is  in  God's  favor,"  the  agent 
answered  enigmatically.  Wishing  to  end  the  con- 
versation, he  politely  handed  over  the  tickets,  say- 
ing: "Five  hundred  and  forty  lire." 

Fragala  paid  stolidly  with  a  tradesman's  calm, 
without  changing  expression.  But  when  he  got 
out  of  the  lottery-shop,  at  the  door,  his  smile  faded ; 
he  remembered  he  had  incurred  his  first  debt  to  a 
money-lender  that  day,  and  that  he  had  given  se- 
curity on  the  shop  funds,  having  also  taken  out 
the  whole  balance  to  make  up  the  big  sum  he  had 
staked.  It  was  to  get  away  from  these  sad  thoughts 
that  he  joined  the  group  of  Cabalists.  At  one  in 
the  morning,  standing  in  front  of  the  gambling 
place,  they  neither  felt  the  hours  passing,  the  late- 
ness, nor  the  penetrating  damp;  for  they  burned 
with  that  constant  inward  fire  that  flamed  up  from 
Friday  to  Saturday.  They  began  the  same  stories 
again,  at  great  length,  for  the  thousandth  time,  in- 
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terrupting  each  other,  getting  heated  and  excited, 
staring  at  each  other  with  wild,  humid  eyes,  as  if 
they  were  possessed.  Cesare  Fragala  listened,  try- 
ing to  get  the  same  fever,  but  not  succeeding;  for 
he  was  only  a  weak  soul,  not  mad,  nor  subject  to 
nerves.  When  they  all  went  over  the  reasons  that 
made  them  gamble,  such  and  such  material  and 
moral  needs,  urgent  and  impelling,  that  the  lottery 
alone  could  satisfy,  he  listened  in  a  melancholy 
way.  At  one  point  he  said : 

"I — I  need  sixty  thousand  lire  to  open  a  shop, 
and  for  Agnesina's  marriage  portion." 

A  deep  sadness  overcame  him.  Good,  honest, 
incapable  of  lying  about  anything  to  his  wife,  he 
had  deceived  her  for  months,  like  a  cheat;  he  took 
the  ledgers  she  often  stopped  to  turn  over  out  of 
her  hands,  and  with  hourly  caution  he  tried  to 
hide  his  vice  from  her,  thus  destroying  his  good 
temper  and  ease. 

"If  it  were  not  for  this  shop,  if  it  were  not  for 
Agnesina — "  he  muttered,  a  prey  to  inconsolable 
bitterness. 

Now,  about  half-past  one,  the  time  came  to  shut 
the  lottery  bank,  as  the  customers  became  fewer 
and  fewer;  and  at  last  the  Marchese  di  Formosa 
made  up  his  mind  to  go  and  stake.  Notes  in  hand, 
he  said  the  lottery  numbers  slowly  over  to  Don 
Crescenzio.  There  was  a  slight  tremor  in  his 
voice,  and  his  eyes  stared  at  the  string  of  figures  on 
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the  paper,  as  if  he  were  enjoying  himself.  The 
gambling  shop  was  deserted  now.  His  Cabalist 
friends,  Colaneri,  Trifari,  Marzano,  bringing  Fra- 
gala  with  them1  who  was  in  very  low  spirits,  got 
behind  the  Marchese  di  Formosa  to  listen  to  his 
numbers,  and  either  winked  approval  or  shook 
their  heads  incredulously — in  short,  they  attended 
to  Formosa's  gambling  operations  with  the  grav- 
ity of  priests  taking  part  in  a  Bishop's  service. 
Don  Baldassare,  the  decrepit  old  man,  and  pale- 
faced  Don  Checchino,  stood  motionless  behind  the 
counter,  their  eyes  half  shut,  dead  tired  with  that 
ten  hours'  gambling,  thinking  of  having  to  go 
through  the  same  thing  next  day,  from  seven  till 
noon,  with  great  heat  the  last  hour.  Only  Don 
Crescenzio  kept  up  his  calm,  Neapolitan  placid- 
ity, that  has  its  plate  of  macaroni  secure,  and  se- 
renely watches  the  excitement  of  others  from  be- 
hind a  phantom  plate  of  macaroni,  many  plates  of 
it  in  the  great  imaginative  country  of  Cockayne. 
The  Marchese  di  Formosa,  greatly  excited,  played 
high.  He  put  down  what  Giovanni  got  from  Con- 
cetta  the  money-lender,  what  the  lady's  maid  got 
from  Don  Gennaro  Parascandolo,  and  seventy  lire 
he  got  from  the  pawnshop  for  two  artistic  antique 
gilt-bronze  candlesticks,  found  in  a  lumber-room 
in  his  house — two  hundred  and  twenty  francs  in 
all.  He  was  still  pallid,  discontented,  and  melan- 
choly, suddenly  mistrustful  of  the  value  of  some 

250 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

numbers,  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  risk  more  on 
others,  in  despair  at  the  end  at  not  being  able  to 
stake  on  all  the  others,  all  that  were  in  his 
calculations. 

So  the  lover,  after  a  long-wished-for  interview 
with  his  lady,  having  got  it,  sees  the  moments  fly 
past  with  frightful  rapidity,  and  is  afterward 
deeply  grieved  at  not  having  said  to  the  lady  a 
word  of  what  he  felt.  This  old  man,  whose  ruling 
passion  was  not  dulled  by  age,  bent  his  head, 
crushed  suddenly,  as  if  he  had  lived  ten  years  in  a 
minute.  He  went  out  slowly  and  silently  with  the 
others,  slow  and  silent,  too,  through  the  dark  street 
leading  to  his  house.  They  were  all  cold  at  that 
late  hour.  They  shivered,  and  pulled  their  great- 
coats round  them,  holding  their  heads  down,  not 
speaking  to  each  other.  Thus  they  got  as  far  as 
Dante  Piazza,  under  the  Rossi  Palace,  where  the 
cabalistic  talk  began  again.  They  went  two  or 
three  times  up  and  down  the  piazza,  while  the 
poet's  stern  white  statue  seemed  to  scorn  them 
with  its  blank  eyeballs.  They  took  poor  Fragala 
with  them,  eaten  up  now  by  overpowering  remorse 
for  having  thrown  away  so  much  money  that  be- 
longed to  his  family.  But  it  was  no  use.  He 
gambled  because  he  was  a  weak,  cheerful  creature, 
pricked  on  by  commercial  ambition.  He  would 
never  be  a  Cabalist.  The  others'  madness  sadly 
surprised  him,  and  they  never  could  have  infected 
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him  with  it.  Still,  he  stayed  with  them,  feeling 
that  he  had  not  the  strength  to  go  home  and  lie  by 
his  wife's  side  with  this  remorse  on  him  for  having 
thrown  away  five  hundred  lire.  He  began  to 
look  distractedly  and  fixedly  at  the  shadows,  as  if 
he  saw  some  frightful  vision.  At  one  point  Mar- 
zano  bowed  and  went  off  toward  Porta  Medina 
archway,  for  he  lived  in  Tribunale  Road.  But  the 
others  continued  to  walk  up  and  down,  raving,  in 
the  darkness  and  cold,  which  they  no  longer  felt. 
The  Marchese  di  Formosa  was  the  most  fervent 
of  all.  His  eyes  sparkled,  his  figure  stood  out  in 
the  gloom,  strong  and  vigorous,  like  a  man  of 
thirty.  Then  Colaneri  and  Trifari  took  leave. 
They  both  lived  in  a  poor  house  in  Cavone  Street. 
Then  Formosa  went  on,  with  a  monologue,  speak- 
ing to  Fragala,  the  shadows,  or  himself.  They 
were  going  down  very  slowly  toward  Toledo  once 
more,  when  a  quiet  voice  greeted  them: 

"Good-night,  gentlemen !" 

"Good-night,  Don  Crescenzio,"  said  the  Mar- 
chese. "Have  you  shut  up,  eh?  Was  it  a  good 
day?" 

"Thirty-two  thousand  five  hundred  and  twenty- 
seven  lire  was  the  sum  staked,"  said  the  banker, 
all  in  one  breath. 

Silence  followed. 

"Do  you  not  play,  Don  Crescenzio?"  Fragala 
asked. 
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"No,  never.    Good-night." 

"Good-night." 

He  went  off  smartly,  and  they,  seeing  the  lottery 
bank  was  shut  now,  turned  back  heavily.  It  was 
with  a  sigh  that  they  knocked  gently  at  the  palace 
gate.  They  were  sorry  to  go  home.  They  parted 
on  the  first  landing  with  a  handshake  and  a  smile. 
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CHAPTER   IX 

BIANCA  MARIA'S  VISION 

BOTH  the  gamblers  went  upstairs  very  quietly, 
like  evildoers  or  timid  young  fellows  who  have 
disobeyed  their  father's  orders;  each  carried  a 
latchkey,  and  shut  the  door  without  any  noise.  On 
going  into  his  apartments  and  his  own  room, 
Cesare  Fragala,  taking  a  fit  of  penitence,  shook 
like  a  child;  only  his  sleeping  wife's  placid 
breathing  calmed  him  a  little.  He  was  afraid  of 
awakening  her,  in  case  she  questioned  him,  and 
guessed  the  truth  with  that  extraordinary  alarm* 
ing  intuition  women  have.  He  undressed  by  the 
slender  light  of  a  lamp  before  St.  Agnes,  and  got 
into  bed  with  the  greatest  caution,  trembling — • 
yes,  trembling — lest  he  should  wake  his  wife ;  and 
in  his  humble,  contrite,  desolate  heart  he  swore  not 
to  stake  another  soldo.  Only  this  oath  and  his 
healthy  constitution  freed  him  from  sleeplessness, 
which  sits  at  the  bedhead  of  all  gamblers. 

Sleep  had  fled  Formosa's  pillow.  He  had  vainly 
tried  to  read  Rutilio  Benincasa's  mathematical 
table,  to  calm  his  wandering  thoughts ;  the  figures 
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danced  in  a  ring  before  his  eyes.  He  vainly  tried 
to  say  the  rosary,  to  fix  his  mind  on  prayer,  to 
humiliate  his  heart  before  the  Eternal  Will; 
prayer  came  coldly  and  haltingly  from  his  lips. 
A  strong  fever  of  fancy  held  him,  and  put  his 
nerves  on  the  rack;  it  made  him  start  up  in  his  bed, 
quivering  like  a  violin  string:  a  madness  took  hold 
of  him,  and,  from  the  black  darkness  and  solitude, 
made  itself  all-powerful  over  his  thoughts  and 
feelings.  He  could  not  stay  in  bed ;  in  spite  of  the 
cold,  he  got  up  and  dressed,  and  began  to  walk 
about  in  his  freezing  room.  He  did  not  feel  cold ; 
his  hands  and  head  were  warm;  the  candle-flame 
seemed  a  great  blaze  to  him.  All  was  silent  in  the 
house;  he  never  allowed  any  one  to  wait  up  for 
him.  The  two  poor  old  servants — Giovanni  and 
Margherita — whom  he  had  despoiled  of  their 
money  got  on  loan,  to  keep  Bianca  Maria  alive, 
were  sleeping  in  the  closet — tired  and  sorrowful, 
perhaps.  Bianca  Maria  must  have  fallen  asleep  in 
her  cold  room  many  hours  ago. 

But  the  Marchese  di  Formosa,  devoured  by  his 
gambling  folly,  hoping  and  despairing  of  winning 
from  one  moment  to  another,  implored  God,  the 
(Virgin,  the  saints,  the  souls  of  his  dead,  his  guar- 
dian angel,  Fortune,  all  the  powers  of  heaven  and 
earth,  to  help  him  to  win,  to  get  the  victory;  he 
forgot  his  fears  as  a  man  and  a  Christian  so  far 
as  to  ask  it  from  evil  spirits,  even.  Formosai  burn- 
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ing  with  such  madness,  could  not  bear  that  all  in 
the  house  should  sleep  quietly,  placidly,  while  he 
was  torn  with  anguish  and  hope.  Ah,  no!  he  was 
not  afraid  of  solitude  and  night,  little  noises  from 
old  furniture,  old  creaking  ceilings,  or  noisy  doors ; 
he  was  afraid  of  nothing  in  that  icy  house  where 
his  wife  died  of  languor  and  sorrow,  where  her 
meek  shade  still  seemed  to  linger.  Fear!  He 
asked,  he  implored  a  voice,  a  revelation,  a  vision ; 
he  would  have  been  pleased,  happy,  and  not  fright- 
ened, if  he  had  seen  something.  But  his  soul  was 
too  stained  with  sin,  his  heart  was  unclean  from 
earthly  desires ;  a  white  soul,  a  virginal  heart,  was 
needed  to  get  this  heavenly  grace,  by  which  one 
saw  what  other  human  eyes  were  not  allowed  to 
see. 

Bianca  Maria  was  sleeping;  she  slept,  cold  crea- 
ture; though  so  near  to  grace,  and  still  refused  to 
satisfy  her  father's  wishes.  He  left  his  room, 
crossed  the  passage  in  front  of  the  drawing-room, 
and  stopped  at  his  daughter's  closed  door.  He 
listened — no  sound.  She  was  sleeping,  cold- 
hearted  girl!  She  had  no  pity  for  her  father's  tor- 
tures, and  would  not  pray  God  and  the  Virgin  for 
a  vision.  A  dull  rage  mingled  with  his  Friday 
madness;  he  went  up  and  down  the  passage  more 
than  once,  trying  to  go  away  from  his  daughter's 
room;  but  he  could  not  manage  it:  his  curiosity 
was  so  strong  to  know  from  her  the  spirit's  revela- 
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tion  that  she  certainly  must  have  had  that  night; 
it  could  not  have  failed  to  come. 

Don  Pasqualino,  the  medium,  after  a  three  days' 
voluntary  fast,  after  two  nights'  flagellation  on  his 
shoulders  and  bare,  thin  breast,  had  heard  from  the 
spirit  who  helped  him  that  Bianca  Maria  would 
get  the  revelation.  The  spirit  does  not  lie.  Then 
involuntarily,  as  if  pushed  by  a  force  he  must 
obey,  he  took  hold  of  the  door-handle ;  it  creaked, 
the  door  opened.  But  a  sharp  cry  from  inside 
answered  to  the  noise — the  cry  of  a  girl  whose 
light,  watchful  sleep  had  been  disturbed.  She 
rose  up  in  bed,  in  her  white  nightgown,  her  black 
hair  loose  on  her  shoulders,  eyes  wide  open,  and 
hands  clutching  the  coverlet. 

"It  is  I,  Bianca — it  is  I,"  the  Marchese  di  For- 
mosa murmured,  coming  forward. 

"Who — who  is  it?"  she  asked,  shaking  with  fear, 
not  daring  to  move. 

"I — it  is  I,  Bianca,"  he  repeated,  getting  im- 
patient. 

She  sighed  deeply  without  saying  anything,  but 
her  breathing  was  still  alarmed.  The  Marchese 
had  got  to  his  daughter's  bed,  guided  by  the  faint 
light  of  a  lamp  before  a  small  image  of  the  Virgin. 

The  girl  fell  back  on  the  pillows  and  looked  at 
the  ceiling.  The  Marchese  sat  down  by  her  bed, 
and  his  nervous  fingers  played  with  the  white 
fringe  of  the  coverlet. 
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"Why  were  you  so  frightened?"  he  asked,  after 
a  long  silence. 

"I  don't  know;  it  is  stronger  than  I  am." 

"When  one  is  in  the  Lord's  grace  there  is  no  need 
for  fear,"  he  remarked  sententiously  and  severely. 
"Have  you  some  mortal  sin  on  your  conscience?" 

"No — I  don't  think  so,  at  least,"  she  said,  hesi- 
tating. 

They  kept  silence.  The  Marchese  di  Formosa 
looked  into  the  shadows. 

"Has  the  spirit  come?"  he  asked  afterward,  in 
a  whispered,  mysterious  tone. 

"Oh,  do  not  speak  of  that,"  she  said,  sighing 
again,  shutting  her  eyes,  and  hiding  her  face  in 
her  hands. 

"Has  it  come?"  he  insisted;  a  gambler's  cruelty; 
was  raging  in  him  now. 

"For  mercy's  sake,  if  you  love  me,  don't  speak 
of  that!"  she  said,  taking  his  hand  and  kissing  it, 
so  as  to  move  him  more. 

"Tell  me,  has  it  come?"  he  again  repeated  im- 
placably. 

She,  feeling  she  could  not  escape  that  persecu- 
tion, looked  despairingly  toward  the  Virgin,  then 
hid  her  face  in  the  pillows. 

"Tell  me,  tell  me,  if  it  has  come!"  he  cried  out, 
bending  over  the  pillows,  as  if  to  breathe  his  mag- 
netic curiosity  into  his  daughter's  face. 

"No,  it  has  not,"  she  said,  in  a  thread  of  a  voice. 
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"You  are  lying." 

"I  am  not." 

"You  are  lying.  The  spirit  has  been  here,  I 
feel  it." 

"Spare  me;  say  no  more  about  this,"  she  said, 
trembling  dreadfully. 

"How  did  you  see  it?  Awake,  dozing,  sleeping? 
It  was  a  white  figure,  was  it  not,  with  lowered 
eyelids,  but  smiling? —  What  did  it  say  to  you? 
A  very  weak  voice,  wasn't  it?  Something  you 
alone  could  have  heard?" 

"Father,  you  are  trying  to  kill  me,"  she  uttered 
despairingly. 

"These  are  womanly  fears,"  said  he  disdain- 
fully. "Who  ever  died  through  a  communication 
from  on  high?  The  meeting  of  soul  and  spirit 
is  a  spring  of  life.  Bianca  Maria,  don't  be  un- 
grateful, don't  be  cruel ;  tell  me  all." 

"You  are  trying  to  kill  me,"  she  repeated,  des- 
perately and  resignedly. 

"You  are  a  fool!  Do  you  wish  me,  your  father, 
to  pray  to  you?  Well,  I  will;  there  is  nothing 
else  to  be  done.  Children  are  ungrateful  and 
wicked;  they  give  back  cruelty  for  our  love.  I 
pray  to  you,  Bianca  Maria,  I  beg  of  you,  as  if  you 
were  my  patron  saint,  to  tell  me  all." 

"I  shall  die  of  this,  father,"  she  murmured,  her 
voice  choked  in  the  pillows  that  helped  her  to 
curb  her  crying  and  sobs. 

259 


"Listen,  Bianca,"  he  went  on  coldly,  keeping  in 
his  anger;  "you  must  believe  me.  I  am  a  man,  I 
am  sane,  I  am  in  my  senses,  I  can  reason.  Well, 
it  is  an  article  of  faith  with  me,  as  clear  as  the 
light,  as  the  sun,  that  you  have  had  to-night,  or 
will  have,  a  spirit's  apparition.  It  will  come  to 
bless  our  family;  it  will  tell  you  words  of  happi- 
ness. If  it  has  come,  so  much  the  better;  your 
duty  as  an  obedient,  loving  daughter  of  the  House 
of  Cavalcanti  is  to  tell  me  all,  at  once." 

"I  know  nothing,"  she  said  dryly. 

"Do  you  swear  it?" 

"I  swear  that  I  know  nothing." 

"Then  this  vision  will  come  in  the  succeeding 
hours  of  the  night.  I  am  going  into  the  chapel  to 
pray.  I  am  a  sinner,  but  sinners,  too,  can  ask  for 
grace.  I  will  pray  that  you  may  see  and  feel  the 
spirit." 

"No,  don't  go  away!"  she  cried  out,  getting  up 
in  her  bed  and  catching  hold  of  his  arm  with  a 
despairing  clutch. 

"Why  should  I  not?" 

"Don't  go  away,  for  the  love  of  God!  If  you 
have  any  affection  for  me,  stay  here." 

"I  must  go  and  pray,  Bianca,"  he  exclaimed,  car- 
ried away  by  excitement,  not  understanding  his 
daughter's  convulsive  state. 

"No,  no — stay;  I  can't  be  left  alone  here,  or  I'll 
die  of  fright."  She  spoke  restlessly,  quite  pallid, 
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her  trembling  hands  still  clutching  her  father's 
arm.  She  dared  not  look  round.  With  her  head 
down  on  her  breast,  she  shut  her  eyes  and  bit  her 
lips ;  while  he,  in  his  mad  obstinacy,  looked  fixedly 
at  his  daughter,  thinking  he  saw  in  her  that  spirit- 
ual disorder  that  must,  by  a  fatality,  go  with  the 
great  miracles  that  have  to  do  with  the  soul. 

"How  do  you  feel?"  he  questioned,  very  deeply 
and  intensely,  as  if  he  wished  to  tear  the  truth  from 
her  soul. 

"Stay  here,  stay  here,"  said  she,  her  teeth  chat- 
tering with  terror. 

"You  see  something?"  he  asked  suggestively, 
with  an  intensity  in  his  voice  and  will  that  was 
bound  to  influence  that  fragile  feminine  frame, 
broken  as  it  was  by  the  nervous  shock. 

"I  am  afraid  to  see — I  am  afraid!"  she  said, 
very  low,  leaning  her  forehead  on  her  father's 
arm. 

"Don't  be  afraid,  dear;  don't  fear,"  he  whis- 
pered tenderly,  paternally  caressing  her  black 
hair. 

"Be  silent;  keep  silence,"  said  she,  with  a  quick 
shiver.  She  continued  to  lean  on  his  shoulder, 
hiding  her  face,  shrinking  all  over.  The  Mar- 
chese  put  his  arm  round  her  waist,  to  keep  up  her 
quivering,  feeble  body;  she  hid  more,  clinging  to 
her  father  as  to  a  raft  of  safety.  He  sometimes 
felt  her  quiver  all  through  her  nerves. 
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"What  is  the  matter?"  he  asked  then. 

"No,  no  I"  she  said,  more  by  gesture  than  voice. 

"Look,  look — don't  be  frightened,"  suggested 
the  deluded  man. 

"Be  silent  I"  she  answered,  shuddering.  He 
held  her  up,  waiting  with  a  madman's  patience 
that  would  wait  for  hours,  days,  months,  years, 
provided  the  truth  of  his  delusion  were  proved. 

"Bianca  darling,"  the  Marchese  murmured, 
sometimes  encouraging  her  tenderly.  She  an- 
swered with  a  sigh,  that  seemed  a  lamenting, 
suffering  child's  sob.  Holding  her  against  his 
breast,  Formosa  felt  the  strong  rigidity  of  that 
young  sickly  frame  shaken  by  long  shivers.  When 
she  trembled  all  over,  he  felt  the  rebound.  It 
seemed  to  him  the  implored  revelation  was  immi- 
nent. He  again  said  to  her,  obstinately,  pitilessly, 
"How  do  you  feel?"  She  waved  her  hand,  in  an 
alarmed  way,  as  if  she  wished  to  chase  away  a 
frightful  thought  or  a  dreadful  vision.  What  did 
the  agony  of  that  young  breast  matter  to  him,  the 
fatal  want  of  balance  in  the  nerves?  In  that  chilly 
virginal  room,  a  circle  of  light  on  the  ceiling  from 
the  Virgin's  lamp  alone  breaking  the  shadow,  with 
the  quivering  form  in  his  arms,  the  soul  trembling 
before  Divine  mysteries,  he  felt  it  a  solemn  mo- 
ment; time  and  space  were  not.  He,  Formosa,  was 
facing  at  last  the  great  mystery.  From  his  inno- 
cent daughter's  lips  he  would  know  his  life's 
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secret,  his  future:  the  fatal  ciphers  that  contained 
his  fortune — the  spirit  would  tell  Bianca  Maria 
everything,  and  she  would  tell  him. 

"Bianca,  Bianca,  implore  him  to  come  and  tell 
you  whether  we  are  to  live  or  die.  Pray  to  him, 
because  he,  the  spirit,  comes  forth  from  the  Divine, 
to  tell  you  the  divine  word ;  pray  to  him,  if  he  is 
here  near  you,  or  in  you,  if  he  is  before  your 
eyes  or  your  fancy;  pray  to  him,  Bianca,  pray 
to  him.  Our  life  is  at  stake.  Save  us,  Bianca, 
save  usl" 

He  went  on  speaking,  incoherently,  invoking 
the  spirit's  presence,  addressing  the  wildest,  saddest 
prayers  to  her  and  to  him.  The  girl,  trembling, 
shivering,  her  teeth  chattering  with  terror,  clung 
on  her  father's  neck,  like  a  suffering  child,  fastened 
like  a  vise.  She  said  no  more,  but  it  was  evident 
the  hour,  the  surroundings,  and  her  father's  voice 
increased  her  nervousness.  A  stifled  sob  came 
from  her  breast,  and  a  very  faint,  constant  lament, 
like  a  dying  child's,  from  her  lips.  He  spoke  to 
her  all  the  time,  but  when  he  got  more  urgent,  al- 
most wrathful  in  his  sorrow,  he  felt  her  arms 
twitching  with  despair.  Then  gradually  a  change 
came.  To  begin  with,  Bianca's  hands  and  fore- 
head were,  as  usual,  icy  cold ;  she  was  so  bloodless, 
she  had  lost  her  vital  heat.  Indeed,  in  that  spasm 
the  deluded  old  man  had  felt  that  her  whole  body 
was  frozen.  Suddenly,  at  intervals,  when  her  teeth 
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stopped  chattering  and  her  arms  relaxed  through 
debility,  he  felt  a  slight  heat  rising  under  the  skin 
on  her  hands  and  up  to  her  forehead.  It  seemed 
a  current  of  heat  spreading  all  through  her  young 
body,  which  filled  her  impoverished  veins  with 
warm  blood,  and  made  her  forehead  and  hands 
burn.  He  heard  her  breathing  get  more  distressed ; 
sometimes  her  breast  rose  with  a  long  sigh,  as  if 
she  needed  air.  Twice  he  tried  to  put  her  head 
down  on  the  pillow,  but  she  gave  a  frightened 
shiver. 

"Don't  leave  me  alone,  for  the  love  of  God!" 
she  stammered,  like  a  baby. 

"I  won't  leave  you.  Tell  me  what  you  see,"  he 
repeated,  indomitable  and  implacable. 

"It  is  dreadful,  dreadful!"  Bianca  stammered, 
going  on  trembling,  trembling  as  if  she  had  the 
body  of  an  old  woman  of  seventy. 

"What  is  dreadful?  Speak,  Bianca,  tell  me 
everything;  tell  me  what  you  have  seen." 

"Oh!"  lamented  she  despondingly. 

Now  the  teeth  had  given  up  chattering,  her  short 
breathing  came  from  her  throat  faintly,  she  burned 
all  over,  and  her  quick  respiration  scorched  her 
father's  neck  where  her  head  leaned;  besides  this, 
her  temples  and  pulse  beat  rapidly,  but  her  father, 
possessed  altogether  by  his  madness,  in  the  myste- 
rious half-light  of  that  chilly  night,  close  to  the 
poor  drowsy  soul  in  the  tortured  body,  lost  all 
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sense  of  realities.  His  sick  fancy  keenly  enjoyed 
the  hour's  drama,  without  taking  in  how  cruel  it 
was.  He  was  quivering  with  joy,  indeed,  as  he 
believed  the  great  moment  of  the  spirit's  revela- 
tion had  come ;  the  fortunes  of  the  House  of  Caval- 
canti  were  to  be  decided  that  moment.  His  daugh- 
ter's uneasiness,  terror,  spasms,  broken  words,  were 
easily  explained;  it  was  good  luck  drawing  near. 
So  much  time,  so  long  a  period  had  gone  by  in 
unhappiness  and  wretchedness ;  now  all  was  to  be 
changed.  To-morrow  he  and  his  daughter  would 
be  rich — have  millions! 

Oppressed  and  uneasy,  Bianca  Maria  had  slid 
'down  from  her  father's  breast  on  to  the  pillows; 
her  whistling  breath  was  very  audible,  her  eyes 
shone  curiously.  Nailed  to  the  spot  by  his  un- 
healthy curiosity,  the  Marchese  stood  by  the  bed, 
watching  his  daughter's  every  movement  by  the 
lamplight,  struck  down  as  she  was  on  that  bed  of 
sorrow.  Suddenly,  as  if  by  an  electric  shock,  her 
hands  clutched  the  coverlet  wildly;  a  hoarse  cry 
came  from  her  throat. 

"What  is  it?"  the  Marchese  cried  out,  shaken 
also. 

"It  is  the  spirit — the  spirit!"  she  stammered,  her 
voice  changed  to  a  deep  cavernous  tone. 

"Where  is  it?"  the  father  said  in  a  whisper. 

"In  the  doorway!  Look  at  it;  it  is  there!"  she 
said  firmly  and  forcibly,  staring  at  the  door. 
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"I  see  nothing — nothing!  I  am  a  poor  sinner !" 
Formosa  cried  out  despairingly. 

"The  spirit  is  there,"  she  whispered,  as  if  she 
heard  nothing. 

"How  is  it  clad?  What  is  it  doing?  iWhat  does 
it  say?  Bianca,  Bianca,  pray  to  itl" 

"It  is  clad  in  white — it  does  not  move — it  says 
nothing — "  she  murmured  in  a  dreamy  way. 

"Implore  him — implore  him  to  speak  to  you. 
You  are  free  from  sin,  Bianca." 

"It  does  not  speak — it  will  not  speak!" 

"Bianca,  pray  in  God's  name,  by  His  strength 
and  power." 

They  kept  silence.  The  Marchese  di  Formosa 
kept  his  whole  attention  on  the  door  where  his 
daughter  alone  saw  the  spirit,  his  whole  soul  in 
prayer.  She  lay  still  more  restless;  her  burning 
hands  clutched  the  folds  of  the  sheet  between  her 
fingers. 

"What  does  it  say?" 

"It  says  nothing." 

"But  why  will  it  not  speak?  Why  has  it  come  if 
it  will  not  speak?" 

"It  does  not  answer  me,"  she  replied,  still  in  the 
same  voice  that  seemed  to  come  from  a  distance. 

"But  what  is  it  doing?" 

"It  looks  at  me — looks  at  me  steadily — the  eyes 
arc  so  sad,  so  sad.  It  looks  pityingly  at  me,  just 
as  if  I  were  dead.  Am  I  dead,  then?" 
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"Now  he  will  go  away  without  telling  you  any- 
thing!" Formosa  shouted  out.  "Ask  him  what 
numbers  will  come  out  to-morrow." 

She  gave  an  agonized  moan. 

"I  think  it  is  weeping  now,  as  if  I  were  dead ; 
it  looks  so  to  me.  Tears  are  falling  down  its 
cheeks." 

"Tears,  sixty-five,"  Formosa  said  to  himself,  as 
if  he  feared  some  one  would  hear  him. 

"It  raises  its  hand  to  greet  me — " 

"Look  how  many  fingers  it  lifts — look  well; 
make  no  mistake." 

"Three  fingers.  It  bows  to  me;  it  wants  to  go 
away — " 

"Tell  him  to  come  back;  pray  him  to — pray!" 

"It  signs  Tes,' "  Bianca  Maria  went  on  after  a 
pause.  "It  is  going  away — it  has  gone ;  it  has  dis- 
appeared!" 

"Let  us  praise  God!"  Formosa  cried  out,  kneel- 
ing at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  "The  fingers  three,  the 
hand  five,  tears  sixty-five;  we  must  find  out 
the  number  for  the  dead  girl.  Let  us  thank 
God  I" 

"Yes,  yes,"  the  girl  murmured  in  a  queer  tone; 
"we  must  find  out  the  number  for  the  dead  girl — 
we  must  find  out — " 

"We  will  find  out!"  exclaimed  Formosa,  laugh- 
ing like  a  madman. 

He  thought  no  more  about  his  daughter,  who 
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was  now  in  a  state  of  high  fever  with  the  violence 
of  the  peculiar  trance  known  to  carry  off  a  life  in 
twenty-four  hours.  She  panted,  drinking  in  the 
air  with  her  open  mouth,  like  a  dying  bird.  The 
blood  beat  so  wildly  in  her  veins  it  seemed  it  would 
burst  them;  her  whole  slender  form  burned  like 
red-hot  iron.  But  the  Marchese  di  Formosa  only 
felt  a  youthful  impatience;  he  had  gone  twice  to 
the  window  to  see  if  day  was  breaking.  No;  he 
had  still  some  hours  to  wait  before  he  could  play 
the  spirit's  numbers.  It  occurred  to  him  he  had 
no  more  money.  How  could  he  play?  He  had 
not  a  lira.  It  was  a  cruel  thing,  this  continual 
thirst  nothing  could  satisfy.  But  he  would  find 
the  money,  if  he  had  to  sell  the  last  of  his  furniture 
and  pawn  himself.  He  would  get  it,  by  God! 
now  he  had  the  revelation — now  the  ministering 
spirit  had  deigned  to  enter  his  house.  His  fortune 
was  in  his  hands;  he  would  put  everything  on  the 
spirit's  numbers. 

"Oh,  Ecce  Homo!  Ecce  Homo  of  Cavalcanti 
House!  it  was  you  showed  us  this  favor.  A  new 
chapel  must  be  dedicated  to  you,  and  four  lamps 
of  massive  silver,  always  kept  lit,  in  remembrance 
of  what  you  have  done  for  us."  The  Ecce  Homo 
would  help  him  to  get  the  money  too.  Good  and 
powerful  Ecce  Homo,  the  family  protector,  give 
money — money  to  gamble  with ! 

Overmastered  by  his  fervent,  passionate  thought^ 
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the  Marchese  di  Formosa  spoke  aloud,  gesticulat- 
ing with  his  hands  through  his  hair,  wandering 
about  the  room  like  a  madman. 

Bianca  Maria  went  on  raving  in  a  whisper, 
because  her  breath  was  failing,  softly,  vaguely 
speaking  of  Maria  degli  Angioli,  or  with  deep 
melancholy  of  a  fresh,  laughing,  green  country 
place  she  would  like  to  live  in,  far,  far  away.  But 
the  old  man,  carried  away  by  his  thoughts,  no 
longer  listened  to  her,  and  as  the  cold  dawn  of 
March  burst  forth,  two  deliriums  were  confused 
together  in  that  room — father's  and  daughter's 
tragically. 

In  the  livid  cold  light  of  dawn  the  Marchese  di 
Formosa  wandered  about  in  a  shaky  way,  with 
wild-looking  eyes  and  pallid  face,  through  his 
flat,  searching  his  empty  drawers  and  sparse  fur- 
niture for  something  to  sell  or  pawn.  He  found 
nothing.  He  opened  the  drawers  with  trembling 
hands  again,  and  groped  in  them,  shaking  them 
hard,  then  he  looked  around  with  madness  in  his 
gaze,  thinking  he  would  like  to  sell  or  pawn  the 
bare  walls  of  the  house  that  had  once  been  his. 
Nothing  could  he  find,  nothing! 

Little  by  little,  eaten  up  by  the  lottery,  valuable 
jewels  had  disappeared,  heavy  antique  and  mod- 
ern silver  plate,  pictures  by  great  masters,  precious 
books,  artistic  rarities  in  bronze,  ivory,  carved 
wood — the  house  was  stripped,  only  the  furniture 
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that  it  would  have  been  disgraceful  to  part  witfi 
was  left. 

Alas !  nothing  could  be  found  to  turn  into  money 
so  as  to  play  the  spirit's  number. 

He  wrung  his  hands  despairingly;  he  had  left 
Bianca  Maria  in  a  feverish,  oppressed  stupor,  a 
few  confused  words  still  came  from  her  lips,  and 
the  servants  were  still  sleeping.  He  even  went  into 
the  chapel;  but  the  lamps  burning  there  were 
brass.  He  had  bought  the  altar  vases  himself  when 
he  sold  the  real  silver  ones,  and  had  got  imitation 
silver  instead.  He  thought  a  moment  of  taking  the 
silver  crown  from  the  Virgin's  head,  and  the  seven 
swords  in  her  heart  that  represent  the  great  ago- 
nized Mother's  sorrows,  but  a  mysterious  fear 
restrained  him. 

He  went  out  without  being  able  to  say  a  prayer! 
even,  the  night's  delusion  and  Saturday  morning's 
feverish  haste  held  him  so  strongly  that  dawn.  He 
wondered  whom  he  could  borrow  money  from,  but 
could  think  of  no  one;  he  held  his  beating  tem- 
ples to  keep  his  thoughts  together,  so  as  to  get  what 
he  wanted. 

All  friends  of  his  own  rank  and  his  great  rela- 
tions kept  away  from  him  after  his  wife's  death; 
but  only  after  he  had  laid  them  all  under  con- 
tribution for  his  gambling. 

His  present  friends?  They  were  all  gamblers, 
all  making  desperate  attempts  that  morning  to  go 

270 


The  Land   of  Cockayne 

on  staking;  they  would  certainly  not  lend  money-- 
each one  thought  of  himself,  looked  out  for  him- 
self. 

New  friends?  That  passion  prevented  him 
from  finding  any,  except  that  morbid  set  of  mad- 
men, damned  like  himself.  A  great  deal  of  money 
was  needed,  as  the  spirit  had  deigned  to  reveal 
himself ;  a  fortune  must  be  made  that  day  or  never. 

Suddenly  a  flash  of  light  struck  him:  a  name 
came  to  his  mind.  He  could  give  him  the  money; 
he  was  a  man  of  honor;  he  had  a  lot  of  money;  he 
would  not  refuse  a  Formosa  a  small  loan.  While 
he  wrote  to  Dr.  Antonio  Amati  at  his  desk,  on  a 
leaf  torn  from  a  book  full  of  ciphers,  he  thought 
he  need  not  feel  ashamed  to  ask  a  loan  from  a 
stranger,  for  he  would  give  it  back  that  very  even- 
ing. After  he  had  written,  one  thought  made  him 
tremble:  what  if  Amati  said  "No"?  He  was  a 
mere  acquaintance,  a  stranger;  money  hardens  all 
hearts. 

"Take  this  letter  to  Dr.  Amati,  and  bring  the 
answer  back,"  he  said  to  Giovanni,  who  came  in^ 
hardly  awake,  on  being  rung  for. 

"He  will  be  asleep.  ..." 

"Take  it!"  Formosa  ordered.  He  bit  his  lips, 
certain  now  that  Amati  would  refuse;  he  felt  a 
blush  of  shame  come  to  his  cheek.  But  he  must 
have  money — He  must,  at  whatever  cost!  He  flung 
himself  in  the  easy-chair,  looking  at  the  ciphers  on 
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bits  of  paper  scattered  on  the  desk  without  seeing 
them ;  he  felt  overcome  by  that  irrepressible  rage 
of  his  ruling  passion,  at  war  with  realities. 

"When  he  awakes  he  will  give  the  answer,"  said 
Giovanni,  coming  in,  silently  waiting  his  master's 
orders. 

"Giovanni,  give  me  the  rest  of  the  money  you 
have,"  said  Formosa  sullenly. 

"I  haven't  got  any,  sir,"  the  other  answered, 
shaking  all  over. 

"Don't  tell  lies ;  you  have  fifty  more  lire.  Give 
me  them  at  once." 

"Excellency,  I  borrowed  it  from  a  money-lender. 
I  must  give  it  back  at  so  much  a  week;  don't  take 
it  from  me." 

"That  does  not  matter  to  me,"  Formosa  said 
haughtily. 

"Don't  take  it  from  me,  Excellency.  If  you 
knew  what  it  was  needed  for— 

"It  does  not  matter  to  me!"  the  Marchese  said 
fiercely.  "Give  me  that  money." 

"It  is  for  getting  food  for  her  ladyship." 

"That  does  not  matter  to  me!"  Formosa  yelled. 

"As  that  is  so,  I  obey,"  said  the  old  servant  de- 
spairingly, and  he  took  out  the  fifty  lire  note.  The 
Marchese  snatched  at  it  like  a  thief,  and  put  it 
quickly  in  his  pocket. 

"Your  wife  has  money,  too;  get  it  from  her," 
Formosa  went  on  again  coldly. 
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"Where  could  my  wife  get  it?" 

"She  has  some.  Make  her  give  it  to  you,  and 
bring  it  here.  Spare  me  a  scene.  If  your  wife 
denies  it,  you  can  leave  the  house  at  once,  both  of 
you." 

"No,  Excellency — no;  I  will  ask  her  at  once," 
said  the  servant  humbly. 

'But  a  scene  followed  in  there;  there  was  long, 
agitated  talk  between  the  husband  and  wife.  The 
woman  did  not  wish  to  let  her  money  be  carried 
off;  she  cried,  wept,  and  sobbed.  Silence  at  last, 
and  then  a  moaning. 

Giovanni  came  in  again,  with  his  old  face  dis- 
torted, and  bent  more,  as  if  struck  by  paralysis. 
As  he  put  another  fifty  lire  down  on  the  desk, 
silently,  his  eyes  red  with  the  rare,  burning  tears 
of  old  age,  the  Marchese  was  so  struck  by  his  ap- 
pearance that  he  suddenly  relented,  and  said  good- 
naturedly: 

"It  is  three  hundred  lire  between  yesterday 
evening  and  to-day.  This  evening  you  will  get  it 
all  back." 

"How  am  I  to  get  to-day's  dinner?" 

"I  will  see  about  it — at  four  o'clock"  the  Mar- 
chese said  vaguely. 

"Her  ladyship  is  ill;  she  will  want  a  little  soup 
this  evening,"  the  servant  muttered. 

Then,  searching  his  pockets,  with  a  miserly 
grimace,  the  Marchese  di  Formosa  gave  three 
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lire  to  the  man,  following  them  with  a  greedy 
look. 

There  was  a  knock.  Formosa  started.  It  was 
Dr.  Amati's  answer.  It  did  not  matter  now  if  he 
said  "No."  But  as  he  got  the  envelope  in  his  hands, 
he  knew  by  the  touch  that  the  money  he  wanted 
was  there,  and,  flushed  with  delight,  he  put  the 
envelope  in  his  pocket  without  opening  it.  He 
went  out  now,  at  eight  in  the  morning,  as  if  carried 
by  an  irresistible  breath  of  wind;  he  went  without 
turning  back  to  look  at  his  sick  child,  his  bare 
house,  his  weeping  servants,  who  had  given  him 
everything,  the  doctor  whose  visits  he  had  not 
paid  for,  and  yet  dared  to  ask  a  loan  of  monevj 
from.  He  went  off,  taking  three  hundred  and  fif ty; 
lire  with  him,  to  put  it  all  on  the  spirit's  num- 
bers, while  he  had  left  his  poor  old  servants  fast- 
ing, and  had  haggled  over  a  little  soup  for  Bianca 
Maria. 

No  one  in  the  house  saw  him  again  till  midday. 
His  daughter  lay  in  bed,  in  a  burning  fever,  breath- 
ing with  difficulty,  often  asking  for  something  to 
drink — nothing  else.  Margherita  sat  down  by  the 
bed,  saying  the  Rosary  over  to  herself  to  pass  the 
time.  She  often  put  her  hand  on  the  invalid's  fore- 
head, alarmed  at  its  being  so  hot.  The  sick  girl 
said  nothing;  she  was  sleeping,  breathing  uneasily. 
Suddenly,  opening  her  eyes,  she  said  distinctly  to 
Margherita: 
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"Call  the  doctor  to  me." 

"He  won't  be  at  home  now." 

"When  he  comes  back,  then."  And  she  shut  her 
eyes  again. 

The  doctor  only  came  at  half-past  four.  He 
stood  at  the  door  of  the  little  room,  scenting  the 
feverish  air.  , 

"You  might  have  called  me  before,"  he  said  to 
Margherita  roughly. 

"Oh,  sir,  if  I  could  tell  you—" 

He  told  her  to  hold  her  tongue.  The  invalid 
was  looking  at  him,  her  lovely,  gentle  eyes  wide 
open,  her  hand  held  out  to  him.  The  strong  man, 
with  the  massive  head,  the  good-natured,  ugly  face, 
got  a  look  of  great  tenderness  before  the  fragile 
creature.  Affection  welled  up  from  his  heart.  He 
felt  at  once  that  the  fever  would  soon  be  over :  it 
was  falling  already,  with  the  suddenness  of  ma- 
laria; but  the  thorn  of  that  miserable  existence, 
trembling  between  life  and  death,  victim  of  a  dis- 
ease he  could  not  find  out  the  meaning  of,  would 
stay  in  his  heart. 

"Now  I  am  going  to  order  some  medicine  for 
you,"  he  said  gently  to  the  sick  girl,  holding  her 
hand  in  his. 

"No,  do  not,"  she  said  softly. 

"Don't  you  want  any?" 

"Listen,  listen!"  she  said,  pulling  him  to  her  to 
let  him  hear  better.  "Take  me  away!"  She  trem- 
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bled  as  she  said  this,  and  Antonio,  paling  suddenly, 
struck  by  an  indescribable  emotion,  could  not 
even  answer.  "Take  me  away!"  she  added  hum- 
bly, as  if  imploring  him. 

"Yes,  my  dear — dear,"  he  stammered;  "wher- 
ever you  like — at  once." 

"To  the  country — far  off,"  the  poor  thing  whis- 
pered, "where  one  sees  no  ghosts  in  fever,  where 
there  are  no  shadows  nor  frightful  spectres." 

"What  do  you  say?"  said  he,  surprised. 

"Nothing;  take  me  away  to  the  country,  to  the 
green  fields,  and  a  peaceful  life  with  your  mother 
— for  God's  sake." 

"Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear!"  He  could  say  noth- 
ing else,  this  great  man,  in  the  supreme  emotion, 
the  sweetness  of  the  idyl. 

"Take  me  far  away,"  she  whispered  again,  look- 
ing at  him  with  wide,  confiding  eyes. 

And  then  neither  spoke  again,  but  they  ex- 
changed modest  vows  of  love  without  using  words. 
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CHAPTER   X 

SAN  GENNARO'S  MIRACLE 

GENTLE  April  opened  all  the  flowers  in  the 
gardens,  terraces,  and  balconies  in  Naples;  wher- 
ever there  was  a  little  earth  warmed  by  the  sun, 
bedewed  with  rime,  a  flower  sprang  up.  Common, 
uncultivated,  popular  flowers,  quite  a  humble,  un- 
refined flora,  having  no  exquisite  coloring  or  scents, 
but  bright,  warm,  bursting  from  the  earth  with 
profuse  vegetation  and  plump,  full  petals.  April 
made  the  big,  sweet-smelling,  blood-red  roses 
blossom,  and  the  pinks,  beloved  of  the  people — 
white,  pink,  variegated — written  on  as  they  poeti- 
cally call  them,  as  if  these  stripes  were  mystic 
words;  then  single  and  double  stocks — white,  yel- 
low, red — which  the  town  girls  love;  they  grow 
them  on  the  damp  north  balconies  of  Foria  Street; 
and  the  mallow  with  green,  perfumed  leaves  and 
little  pink  flowers;  but  above  all,  everywhere, 
roses  and  pinks — magnificent,  velvety,  almost  arro- 
gant roses,  and  rich,  close  pinks  bursting  their 
green  envelope. 

In  the  damp,  dark  squares  of  the  low-lying  quar- 
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ters,  "from  Santa  Maria  la  Nova  to  Porto  Piazzetta, 
from  San  Giovanni  Maggiore  to  Santi  Apostoli,  in 
all  these  half-popular  and  cloistral,  middle-class 
and  antique  quarters,  rose-sellers  wandered  about, 
queer-looking  hawkers  with  big  baskets  full  of  cut 
roses  or  slips,  the  root  wrapped  in  a  cabbage-leaf, 
giving  such  pathetic  drawn-out  cries  that  they, 
touched  the  hearts  of  sentimental  girls.  The  rose- 
girl  comes  into  one  of  these  little  squares  that  are 
always  soaking,  dripping,  with  dirty,  black  water, 
puts  the  basket  on  the  ground,  and  sings  on  in 
a  melancholy,  drawn-out  voice:  "Roses,  lovely 
roses!"  Then  women's  heads  stick  out  of  shops, 
balconies,  and  gateways,  attracted  by  the  long, 
sad  chant,  full  of  melancholy,  almost  painful, 
voluptuousness. 

Whoever  has  a  few  soldi,  or  only  one,  buys  these 
roses,  the  slips  for  the  balconies,  or  cut  ones  to  put 
before  the  Virgin,  and  to  scatter,  when  faded,  in 
the  linen  drawers.  The  girl,  having  sold  part  of 
her  merchandise,  lifts  the  basket  on  her  head,  and 
goes  off,  taking  up  her  melancholy  cry  in  the 
distance,  dwelling  on  the  roses'  beauty. 

That  warm  May-day  all  the  seamstresses  going 
errands,  who  found  their  lovers,  by  chance,  at 
street  corners,  carried  a  rose  in  their  hands;  the 
women  of  the  people  walking  about  in  the  narrow 
streets  round  Forcella  wore  pinks  on  their  white 
muslin  dressing  jackets;  the  children  out  from 
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school  playing  in  the  streets  had  flowers ;  even  the 
servants  had  flowers  on  their  market-baskets,  laid 
on  the  provisions  wrapped  in  a  white  towel. 

Really,  poetic  sentiment  was  not  the  only  reason 
that  made  flowers  so  plentiful  everywhere — at  the 
street  corners,  in  women  and  children's  hands,  on 
washing  baskets,  flour-sacks,  fruit  and  tomatoes, 
in  the  big  frying  shops  at  Purgatorio  ad  Arco,  and 
the  old-clothes  shops  at  Anticaglia;  it  was  the 
quantity  one  could  get  for  a  penny:  for  a  smile, 
ia  word,  and  flowers  are  so  precious  to  humble  folk, 
who  love  color  and  are  intoxicated  by  the  slightest 
perfume.  May-day!  In  that  noonday  sun  many 
dull,  gloomy  houses  of  Trinita  Maggiore,  Forcella, 
Tribunali,  San  Sebastiano,  San  Pietro  a  Maiella 
Streets,  besides  the  flowers  in  the  balconies,  had 
put  bright-colored  flags,  old  red  damasks,  yellow, 
bright,  buttercup  curtains,  blue  silk  hangings  edged 
with  gold  and  silver,  and  many  colored  stuffs,  kept 
up  in  boxes  for  years,  outside  the  railings  for 
drapery. 

The  people  who  live  in  these  tall,  black,  mel- 
ancholy palaces,  who  only  get  the  sun  on  the  ter- 
races, are  patricians  belonging  to  old  clerical  fam- 
ilies, very  devout  and  pious,  under  the  influence  of 
all  the  great  old  churches  around :  the  Gesu  Nuovo, 
Santa  Chiara,  San  Domenico  Maggiore,  San  Gio- 
vanni Maggiore,  Pietra  Santa,  the  Sacramentist, 
the  Girolomini,  San  Severo,  Donna  Rcgina;  and 
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finally  the  influence  of  the  old  minster,  the  grand 
cathedral,  so  old,  they  say,  it  was  a  temple  of  the 
Sun  in  Naples's  pagan  times — or,  rather,  its  early 
pagan  times.  There  are  rich,  stern  old  middle- 
class  families  also  in  the  high,  dark  houses  who 
keep  up  the  customs  of  their  citizen  forefathers, 
and  have  rigid  monastic  tendencies.  These  peo- 
ple, that  bright  May-day,  had  taken  out  of  cam- 
phored  chests  silk  draperies  they  had  bought  at  the 
great  factory  Ferdinand  of  Bourbon  set  up  at  Terra 
di  Lavoro,  or  from  San  Leucio,  with  its  bright, 
gay  factories,  for  weddings  and  baptisms  held  in 
their  private  chapels  and  oratories.  A  pious  folk, 
that  inherits  faith  in  its  blood,  they  are  born,  live, 
and  die  without  doubting  for  a  moment.  They  put 
all  the  repressed  strength  of  fancy  into  that  grand 
mystic  dream  that  rises  from  the  terrors  of  Hell 
to  the  supreme  ecstasies  of  Paradise,  having  a 
horror  of  Purgatory,  as  if  the  flesh  felt  its  warm 
flames;  and,  dreaming  and  dreaming  on,  they  come 
to  their  last  moment  with  eyes  shut  in  invincible 
hope. 

Besides  the  May  roses  and  the  hedges  of  pinks 
blooming  on  the  balconies,  in  spite  of  want  of  sun, 
these  pious  people  had  put  out  for  rejoicings  this 
May-day  their  brocades,  damasks,  and  watered 
silks.  May-day!  The  darkness  of  old  Naples's 
streets  was  brightened  up  by  that  general  wealth 
of  sweet-smelling  flowers,  with  petals  scattered  on 


The   Land  of  Cockayne 

the  gray  Vesuvian  lava  stones;  and  there  being  so 
many  flowers  everywhere,  it  seemed  the  sun  must 
be  there  too.  Its  presence  was  felt  up  there,  where 
the  two  narrow  lines  of  tall  palaces  ended  in  a  clear 
streak  of  soft  blue  sky — spring's  thin  strip  of  azure. 
In  those  narrow  thoroughfares,  Tribunali  and 
Forcella  Streets,  many  colored  stuffs,  vivid  dra- 
peries, waved  from  the  balconies,  windows,  and 
terraces.  In  San  Domenico  Maggiore  Square,  es- 
pecially, the  ancient  De  Sangro  and  Carigliano 
Palaces  had  magnificent  brocades ;  even  San  Severo 
Palace,  that  hides  in  a  dark  lane  its  gloomy  vesti- 
bule, was  gay  with  ancient  stuffs.  The  fresh 
flowers  in  the  shops,  in  the  tiny  balconies  of  poor 
houses  that  come  by  turns  in  old  Naples  with 
magnates'  palaces,  on  the  flat  roofs  and  terraces, 
out  in  the  air,  between  earth  and  heaven;  the 
flowers  carried  by  women,  children,  humble  work- 
ing people,  artisans,  beggars  even — fresh  flowers 
— formed  the  people's  festival  in  honor  of  Naples's 
protector.  That  was  the  explanation,  too,  of  the 
silk  draperies,  the  gold  and  silver  damasks,  the 
tapestries;  it  was  all  the  tribute  of  the  old  Naples 
nobility  and  burghers  to  Naples's  great  patron. 

May-day  is  lovely  in  Naples,  from  the  air's 
caressing  breath,  from  the  vivid  streak  of  blue  sky 
that  manages  to  make  the  darkest,  most  villainous 
streets  gay.  May-day  is  lovely,  from  the  roses  that 
bloom  on  all  sides,  seeming  to  grow  from  women 
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and  children's  hands  even,  as  well  as  all  the  com- 
mon garden  and  field  flowers.  It  is  miracle- 
working  San  Gennaro's  day.  It  is  on  May-day  his 
relics  are  carried  from  the  cathedral  crypts — called 
SuccorpOj  or  San  Gennaro's  Treasury — to  Santa 
Chiara  Church,  so  that  the  saint  may  deign,  on  the 
prayers  of  the  people,  to  do  the  miracle  of  lique- 
fying his  blood.  The  Bishop  of  Pozzuoli's  head, 
which  was  cut  off  by  the  executioner's  ax,  is  set  in 
an  old  gold  mask.  It  bears  the  Bishop's  mitre, 
enriched  with  precious  stones,  and  sparkles  with 
a  thousand  fires.  The  other  relic  is  the  coagulated 
blood,  kept  in  a  very  fine  crystal  vial:  through 
the  cold  dark  clot  of  blood  a  straw  is  visible,  going 
across  it  and  immovable.  It  was  gathered  by  pious 
folk  present  at  the  Bishop's  martyrdom,  and  relig- 
iously preserved.  This  is  the  day,  the  fourth  of 
the  flowery,  sweet-smelling  May  calends,  that  these 
relics  go,  borne  in  triumphant  procession,  from  the 
cathedral  to  Santa  Chiara  Church. 

Now,  that  year  188-  it  seemed  as  if  the  flower 
of  faith  grew  more  vigorously  in  the  people's  hearts 
— that  devotion  to  the  city's  patron  burst  forth  more 
brightly;  for  since  two  in  the  afternoon  the  crowd 
had  been  rushing  along  to  old  Naples,  obstructing 
the  narrow  streets,  lanes,  and  blind  alleys.  San 
Gennaro  is  profoundly  popular  in  Naples,  much 
— a  hundred  thousand  times — more  than  the  real 
first  Bishop  of  Naples,  Sant'  Aspreno.  But  who. 
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remembers  him?  He  is  one  of  the  forgotten  ones 
of  the  martyrology,  which  has  its  shipwrecks  in 
the  sea  of  oblivion,  such  as  happen  in  other  seas. 
Sant'  Aspreno's  little  church  stands  in  a  lane  in 
the  Porto  quarter,  and  is  underground;  one  goes 
down  thirty  steps,  below  the  level  of  the  soil;  it 
is  merely  an  oratory,  rude,  dark,  damp,  and  alarm- 
ing, where  Sant'  Aspreno's  stick  is  adored,  the  pas- 
toral staff  of  Naples's  first  pastor.  But  who  goes 
to  Sant'  Aspreno's?  A  few  devout  people  and 
some  lovers  of  archeological  things.  San  Gen- 
naro,  before  all  the  other  saints — before  Sant'  Anna, 
the  powerful  old  woman,  or  San  Giuseppe,  the 
patron  of  a  good  death,  next  in  order  to  the  Im- 
maculate Virgin  and  the  Eternal  Father,  who  are 
worshiped  in  Santa  Chiara.  San  Gennaro  has  the 
devotion  of  all  lowly  Neapolitan  hearts  to  himself. 
Above  all,  he  was  a  Neapolitan,  born  in  that  black 
evil-smelling  quarter,  Molo  Piccolo,  where  it 
seems  his  descendants  still  live,  and  take  great 
pride  in  such  an  ancestor.  He  came  from  the  Nea- 
politan proletariat,  and  his  family  consisted  of  old 
working-women,  who  spent  their  time  between 
work  and  prayer,  carrying  out  the  spiritual  life — 
trying,  at  least,  to  reach  their  great  ancestor's  per- 
fection in  piety.  Glorious  San  Gennaro,  the 
Bishop  who  suffered  martyrdom!  His  head  was 
cut  off  by  infidels  at  Pozzuoli,  on  a  great  marble 
stone,  which  is  still  preserved:  it  has  a  large  scart 
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and  three  streaks  of  blood  running  down;  the 
severed  head,  being  cast  into  the  sea,  swam  from 
Pozzuoli  to  Naples,  the  face  keeping  a  deathly 
pallor  from  loss  of  blood. 

Nor  from  that  day  that  the  saint's  head  was 
picked  up  and  preserved,  and  the  coagulated 
blood  put  into  a  vial,  to  this,  has  the  saint  ever 
ceased  to  protect  Naples.  In  the  maritime  suburb, 
on  the  Maddalena  Bridge,  where  the  little  stream 
Sebeto  has  to  go  under  a  stone  arch,  the  patron 
saint's  statue  in  marble  looks  at  Vesuvius  close  at 
hand,  and  stands  with  two  fingers  raised  in  a 
commanding  attitude.  By  that  gesture  the  saint 
has  prevented  lava  from  coming  into  Naples  dur- 
ing Vesuvius's  tremendous  eruptions;  never  will 
the  lava  dare  to  pass  that  limit.  San  Gennaro, 
with  uplifted  finger,  says:  "Thou  shall  go  no  far- 
ther!" From  the  most  ancient  times,  twice  a  year 
— in  soft  September,  when  his  name-day  occurs, 
and  in  flowery  May — San  Gennaro  does  the  mir- 
acle of  liquefying  his  blood  before  the  people. 
While  here  at  Naples  the  blood  in  the  vial  boils 
up,  making  the  straw  fixed  in  the  cold,  dry  clot 
move  about,  in  Pozzuoli  the  blood  on  the  marble 
block  gets  fresh  and  bright;  and  whoso  standing 
on  the  shore  has  the  eyes  of  faith  sees  the  saint's 
livid,  cut-off  head  floating  in.  The  miracle  is  re- 
peated twice  every  year.  When  it  is  later  than  the 
usual  hour,  it  is  a  bad  sign ;  it  means  a  bad  year. 
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If  he  were  not  to  do  the  miracle —  But  the  patron 
saint  could  not  forsake  his  faithful  city. 

In  eruptions,  epidemics,  earthquakes,  his  hand  is 
always  raised  to  mitigate  and  overcome  the  scourge. 
All  the  common  people  have  their  own  legends 
about  him,  besides  the  great  legend  of  the  miracles. 
The  great  saint  was  a  Neapolitan,  poor,  of  the  peo- 
ple; there  has  not  been  a  king,  a  prince,  or  great 
lord  who  has  visited  San  Gennaro's  chapel  with- 
out adding  a  splendid  gift  to  the  patron's  wealth. 
Naples's  common  folk,  to  cry  up  their  saint,  go 
about  saying  proudly  and  tenderly,  "Even  Vit- 
torio!  Even  Vittorio!"  which  means  that  the  great 
King  Victor  Emmanuel  also  brought  his  gift  to 
the  patron  saint.  In  former  days  there  were 
knights  of  San  Gennaro,  and  his  treasury  was 
guarded  with  hierarchal  pomp;  the  keys  were 
under  a  solemn  trust.  There  are  no  longer  any 
knights;  indeed,  the  order  is  abolished,  and  the 
old  patrician  pomp  is  rather  diminished.  But 
what  of  that?  The  saint  is  stronger  than  ever, 
powerful,  miracle-working,  safe  in  the  people's 
heart  as  in  an  inviolable  tabernacle. 

That  year  the  people's  love  for  San  Gennaro 
came  out  stronger  than  ever,  as  if  a  new  rush  of 
faith  had  fortified  their  souls.  At  a  certain  hour 
the  traffic  through  Forcella  and  Tribunali  was 
stopped;  all  who  were  leaving  Naples  or  arriving 
had  to  make  a  long  round  to  the  station  by  Marina 
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or  Foria  Road.  The  cabman  told  any  annoyed 
fare  who  asked  the  reason  of  the  endless  journey, 
"It  was  San  Gennaro" ;  and  touched  his  hat  with 
his  whip  in  compliment  to  the  saint.  He  tried  to 
hurry  his  horse,  not  for  the  sake  of  being  obliging 
to  his  fare,  but  that  he  himself,  after  putting  up 
his  cab  or  by  taking  his  stand  with  it  at  a  street 
corner,  might  see  San  Gennaro's  precious  blood 
pass.  If  all  the  little  streets  were  crowded  with 
people,  all  the  sumptuous  balconies  of  the  patri- 
cians' houses  and  the  small,  mean  balconies  along- 
side were  swarming,  and  in  the  wide  street  by  the 
cathedral  the  crowd  was  stupendous.  That  great 
road  that  goes  down  rather  too  steeply  from  the 
hill  to  the  sea  from  Foria  Road  to  Marina,  which 
was  the  first  surgical  cut  through  old  Naples  (an 
energetic  cut,  but  not  well  carried  out;  rather  fero- 
cious and  ridiculous  as  regards  architecture,  but 
certainly  sanitary — the  Duomo  Road,  which  is  the 
Toledo  of  old  Naples),  had  then  all  the  majesty 
of  its  great  days,  when  the  popular  flood  alarms 
even  those  who  count  over  its  numbers  proudly. 
People  stretched  up  to  Gerolomini  and  Pendino, 
above  and  below,  in  the  two  porticoes  to  the  right 
and  left  of  the  cathedral ;  they  stood  on  the  broad 
flight  of  steps,  climbed  on  the  gas-lamps,  and  even 
on  the  scaffolding  that  has  been  up  so  many  years 
for  repairs  to  the  west  front;  there  were  people 
there  close  together,  crushed  in,  choking  in  the 
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open  air,  hanging  on  to  iron  girders  or  a  beam, 
and  balancing  themselves  in  an  extraordinary  way 
on  an  insecure  board.  Sometimes  a  mother  in  the 
crowd  held  up  her  child  to  let  it  get  air,  and  it 
wriggled  its  legs  and  arms  gleefully  in  that  fresh 
May  atmosphere.  The  cathedral  police  vainly 
tried  to  make  way  for  the  procession,  which  was 
already  formed  in  the  church;  but  when  they 
pushed  back  the  crowd,  it  surged  back  again  so 
strongly  it  went  up  against  the  front  of  the 
church. 

Suddenly  from  under  the  black  arch  of  the  great, 
wide-open  door,  where  torches  were  burning  in  the 
background,  solemn  psalmody  was  heard,  and  the 
head  of  the  procession  appeared  amid  silence  and 
stillness  in  the  crowd. 

Very,  very  slowly,  with  an  almost  imperceptible 
motion,  the  Naples  religious  orders  came  forward. 
[White  and  black  monks,  brown,  shoeless,  or  in 
sandals,  with  cape  or  shaven  head,  chanting  the 
praise  of  holy  San  Gennaro,  with  wandering  eyes, 
and  holding  bent  torches,  whose  slender  flame  was 
hardly  visible,  being  swallowed  up  by  the  sunlight. 
A  little  boy  followed  to  pick  up  the  great  splotches 
of  wax  that  fell  'from  the  torches.  Dominicans, 
Benedictines,  Franciscans,  Virginists,  missionaries, 
Jesuits,  monks,  and  priests  in  double  file  were 
flowing  along,  carried  by  the  crowd,  not  looking 
at  itj  gazing  at  a  far-off  point  on  the  horizon 
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or  on  the  ground.  All  mouths  were  open  to  sing 
the  Latin  psalms — severe,  stern  mouths,  like  the 
psalms  that  came  from  them,  which  rose  in  waves 
over  the  crowd's  head;  and  involuntarily,  as  the 
religious  orders  moved  along  imperceptibly  down 
toward  Foria,  the  pious  who  knew  the  Divo  Gen- 
naro's  Latin  prayers  joined  in  the  solemn  song, 
while  many  of  the  crowd,  excited  by  the  air  and 
light  and  others  singing,  intoned  a  wordless  psal- 
mody, seized  by  a  mystical  fervor. 

From  the  bottom  of  the  Duomo  Road  the  crowd, 
advancing  with  the  procession,  went  with  open 
mouths;  thousands  of  voices  were  solemnly  sing- 
ing, the  wide  sky  swallowing  up  the  sound.  But 
those  that  went  on  toward  Forcella  did  not  leave 
the  Duomo  Road  open:  others  took  their  place, 
and  pushed  them  on;  then,  a  string  of  parish 
priests  and  the  canons  of  San  Giovanni  Maggiore 
having  passed,  there  was  a  lively  tumult  among  the 
people,  showing  evident  interest  and  pleasure.  It 
was  caused  by  the  slow  filing-out  of  saints  that  go 
with  Saint  Gennaro,  to  do  him  honor  in  his  chapel 
— there  are  forty-six  of  them,  either  whole  statues 
or  busts,  in  silver.  These  saints  stand  on  litters, 
carried  on  four  men's  shoulders.  The  porters  can 
not  be  seen  for  the  crowd,  so  that  the  saint  seems 
to  go  along  miraculously  by  himself,  all  sparkling, 
over  the  people's  heads.  Very,  very  slowly,  as  I 
said,  for  the  crowd  was  so  dense,  so  congested,  the 
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statues  sometimes  stood  motionless,  while  the  peo- 
ple gazed  on  them  with  suffused  eyes  lingeringly, 
for  Naples's  devotion  loves  to  feed  at  length  on  the 
sight  of  their  special  protectors,  who  are  shut  up 
in  the  treasury  all  the  year,  and  only  come  out  that 
day  to  bless  the  poor. 

As  every  saint  appeared  under  the  dark  vane  of 
the  great  door  and  went  through  the  people  on  the 
way  to  Santa  Chiara  by  Forcella  Street,  there  were 
shouts  of  joy.  The  first  was  Naples's  other  patron, 
one  who  comes  next  to  San  Gennaro  as  a  protector, 
Sant'  Antonio.  He  carries  a  staff  with  a  tinkling 
bell  on  the  top,  and  at  his  side  is  the  head  of  the 
animal  he  loved.  The  bell  swayed  as  the  saint 
moved,  and  rang  out  cheerfully  above  the  crowd, 
making  them  gay,  so  that  they  cried  out:  "Sant' 
Antonio!  Sant'  Antonio!" 

Excited,  almost  sobbing,  Carmela,  the  cigar-girl, 
asked  the  saint's  protection.  He,  too,  loved  an 
ugly  beast,  as  she  loved  that  ungrateful,  hard- 
hearted Raffaele,  called  Farfariello.  She  had 
been  pushed  right  into  the  telegraph  office  in 
Duomo  Road,  and  her  strained  face  following  his 
figure  showed  her  hard  life  and  privations  plainer 
than  ever.  She  gazed  on  the  saint's  shining  face, 
he  who  had  resisted  so  many  temptations,  implor- 
ing him  to  take  that  love  out  of  her  heart,  and  free 
her  from  love's  temptations,  for  it  made  her  gnaw- 
ing poverty  twice  as  hard. 
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"Sant'  Antonio,  Sant'  Antonio!"  the  crowd 
shouted  to  the  saint  as  he  went  off. 

"Sant'  Antonio,  deliver  me!"  Carmela  sobbed 
out,  not  knowing  she  had  cried  out,  and  that  her 
neighbors  were  listening. 

But  one  prays  aloud  in  Naples,  whether  in  the 
church  or  the  street.  Now  the  Archangel  Michael, 
the  triumphant  warrior,  appeared,  tall  and  agile, 
in  a  splendid  victorious  pose,  his  dazzling  corslet 
close  to  his  young  figure,  a  helmet  on  the  fair,  tri- 
umphant head,  lance  in  hand  to  kill  the  dragon  his 
foot  presses  down;  Michael,  mystic  and  warlike, 
saint  and  hero.  Seeing  him  appear  so  handsome 
and  breathing  out  triumph,  with  the  Devil  wrig- 
gling vainly  under  his  feet,  the  devout  had  an 
artistic  feeling  in  their  enthusiasm:  San  Michele 
was  called  to  by  thousands  of  voices. 

Leaning  against  a  column  of  the  portico,  to  the 
right  of  the  cathedral,  was  the  Marchese  di  For- 
mosa. He  took  off  his  hat  in  humble  greeting  of 
the  brilliant  Archangel,  for  whom  he  had  great 
devotion ;  that  combination  of  cherubim  and  war- 
rior pleased  his  violent  disposition  and  love  of 
fighting  so  much.  As  the  splendid,  handsome  saint 
came  forward,  forever  victorious,  trampling  on  the 
dragon,  the  old  Marchese  prayed  passionately  and 
fervently  that  he  might  be  enabled  to  overcome  the 
dragon  of  poverty,  shame  and  death  that  came 
against  him  every  day;  he  implored  great  Michaelt 
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overthrower  of  the  Devil,  to  lend  him  his  holy 
lance  to  kill  the  monster  that  threatened  to  de- 
vour him.  San  Michele  went  down  the  road  to 
the  sea  also;  he  was  so  handsome,  flaming  with 
glory  in  the  noonday  light,  that  the  three  syllables 
of  his  name  were  repeated  over  and  over  again, 
up  and  down,  as  fire  runs  along  a  powder-train: 
"Michele!  Michele!  Michele!" 

But  San  Rocco  made  a  diversion,  the  savior  of 
the  plague-stricken,  the  people's  protector  in  all 
epidemics ;  he  is  dressed  as  a  pilgrim,  with  mantle, 
hood,  and  staff;  he  raises  the  tunic  to  show  the  bare 
knee,  with  a  sore  carved  on  it,  a  sign  of  the  plague. 
A  faithful  little  dog  follows  him — so  faithful  that 
people  say:  "San  Rocco  and  his  dog,"  referring  to 
inseparables.  This  strong  friendship,  the  saint's 
rather  queer  figure,  in  a  short  cloak,  and  the  dog 
following — this  well-known  story,  excites  affec- 
tionate hilarity  among  the  crowd.  They  look  on 
San  Rocco  as  a  dear,  indulgent  friend  they  can 
joke  with,  as  he  never  gets  in  a  rage, 

"Is  your  knee  cold,  San  Rocco?," 

"Hi,  hi,  baldhead!" 

"Lend  me  your  greatcoat,  San  Rocco  P* 

But  the  really  devout  were  scandalized,  and  in- 
sisted on  silence.  The  lovely  saint  who  was  a  sin- 
ner now  appeared,  the  penitent  Magdalen,  quiver- 
ing over  her  bearers'  heads,  her  fine  hair  falling 
rdown  her  back,  her  eyes  bedewed  witK  petrified 
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tears;  behind  her,  curiously  enough,  came  another 
saintly  sinner,  Maria  Egiziaca,  consumed  and 
wasted  by  a  not  less  ardent  remorse  than  Mag- 
dalen's. A  sort  of  dull  shiver  went  through  all 
those  who  saw  the  statues  pass  in  their  midst — it 
was  a  quiet  excitement  that  had  no  outburst.  On 
the  widest  low  step  of  the  flight,  under  the  facade 
scaffolding,  stood  Filomena,  Carmela's  unhappy 
sister,  in  blue  skirt,  gray  silk  bodice,  a  pink  ribbon 
round  her  neck,  hair  combed  to  the  top  of  the  head, 
cheeks  covered  with  rouge.  She  did  not  hear  the 
insolent  hints  of  those  around  her.  Pulling  up  her 
embroidered  shawl,  she  prayed  earnestly  to  the  two 
saints — sinners  like  herself,  but  still  saints — in 
blessed  San  Gennaro's  name,  to  show  her  the  grace 
of  freeing  her  from  her  shameful  life,  and  she 
would  offer  up  a  solid  silver  heart. 

Then  there  was  a  great  flutter  among  the  women 
in  the  balconies  and  street.  After  San  Giuseppe 
and  Sant'  Andrea  Avellino,  both  patrons  of  a  good 
death,  and  therefore  very  dear  to  imaginative  Nea- 
politans, who  have  the  greatest  fear  of  death ;  after 
San  Alfonso  di  Liguori,  who  is  called  "wry-neck," 
with  loving  familiarity,  because  his  head  leans  to 
one  shoulder;  after  San  Vincenzio  Ferrari,  who 
bears  the  flame  of  the  Holy  Ghost  on  his  head,  and 
an  open  book  of  the  law  in  his  hands — when  all 
these  popular  saints  had  passed  amid  shouts,  smiles, 
and  affectionate  greetings,  a  fine  shining  saint,  as 
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if  newly  out  of  the  engraver's  hands,  with  a  round, 
good-natured  face  and  open  lowered  hands  to  rain- 
down  blessings,  came  out  of  the  cathedral.  It  was 
San  Pasquale  Baylon,  the  girls'  patron  saint;  he 
sends  husbands,  being  an  accommodating,  pleasant 
saint:  all  the  lassies  know  the  figure,  they  recognize 
him  at  once.  From  a  balcony  with  a  dressmaker's 
signboard,  "Madame  Juliana,"  Antonietta,  the 
blonde;  with  her  friend  Nannina,  let  fall  a  rose, 
that  whirled  slowly  down  on  to  San  Pasquale's 
arm.  All  felt  the  devotion,  the  longing,  in  that 
act;  quantities  of  roses  were  thrown  from  the  bal- 
conies and  street  at  San  Pasquale.  "Like  you,  just 
the  same,  oh,  blessed  San  Pasquale,"  prayed  the 
girls,  referring  to  the  husband  they  wanted. 

Now  the  procession  hurried  a  little;  the  saints 
passed  quicker,  for  the  impatience  of  the  crowd  in 
front  of  the  cathedral  and  Duomo  Road  got  tre- 
mendous. Great  shudders  went  through  the  peo- 
ple; all  this  splendor  of  silver  aureoles  and  faces, 
that  singular  walking  over  people's  heads,  and 
going  off  toward  Forcella  Street,  the  continuous 
new  silvery  apparitions  in  the  great  black  vane  of 
the  cathedral  door,  gave  a  nervous  feeling  even  to 
quiet  onlookers. 

Cesare  Fragala  and  De  Feo,  trie  medium,  were 
standing  in  a  little  coffee-house  doorway  to  see  the 
procession,  but  the  mild  little  confectioner,  who 
fled  from  his  shop  every  day  he  could,  to  follow 
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the  mysterious  lanky  medium,  had  lost  the  old 
youthful  joyousness  and  certainty  about  life — his 
face  had  a  sickly,  care-lined  look  now.  The  me- 
dium, though  he  pumped  out  money  every  week 
from  the  whole  cabalistic  group,  and  from  others 
too,  still  wore  his  dirty  torn  clothes,  unstarched, 
frayed  linen,  and  cravat  curled  up  like  a  wick ;  his 
complexion  was  still  yellow  with  dull-red,  scirrhus- 
like  streaks,  as  if  he  had  barely  recovered  from  a 
severe  fever.  The  medium  always  brought  Cesare 
Fragala  along  with  him  now;  he  insisted  on  keep- 
ing up  with  De  Feo's  fantastic  ideas,  though  his 
simple  commercial  mind  did  not  understand  them; 
but  he  was  furious,  enraged  at:  himself  for  his  want 
of  comprehension.  He  accused  his  own  disposi- 
tion, as  being  too  lively,  healthy,  and  stupid  to  be 
able  to  take  in  the  spirituality  and  refinements  of 
him  who  had  the  luck  to  be  visited  by  the  spirits. 
Now,  Don  Pasqualino  had  told  all  his  devotees 
plainly  enough  that  a  great  fortune  would  come  to 
them  that  May  Saturday,  sacred  to  San  Gennaro's 
precious  blood.  The  gamblers  listened  greedily; 
for  many  weeks,  for  ever  so  long,  they  had  won 
nothing.  Except  Ninette  Costa,  the  stockbroker, 
who  made  a  big  profit  off  some  numbers  he  got 
from  a  wine  merchant's  lad  who  brought  him  an 
account  to  settle,  and  Marzano,  who  got  a  double 
of  fifty  lire  through  his  friend  the  cobbler's  ad- 
vice, no  one  else  had  got  anything,  in  spite  of  the 
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inspired  friar,  or  the  medium,  good  spirits  or  bad, 
in  spite  of  all  their  prayers  and  magic. 

Now,  Don  Pasqualino,  who  had  sucked  up  hun- 
dreds of  lire  that  winter  and  spring,  said  that  San 
Gennaro  would  certainly  grant  a  favor  that  first 
Saturday  in  May,  and  all  the  Cabalists  believed 
him,  and  were  scattered  here  and  there  among  the 
crowd  in  Duomo  Road,  having  agreed  to  meet  at 
Vespers  in  Santa  Chiara.  But  Cesare  Fragala 
clung  the  harder  to  the  medium,  the  deeper  he 
plunged  in  the  gambling  gulf ;  he  had  staked  a  lot 
that  Saturday,  and  was  determined  to  keep  an  eye 
on  him.  Whenever  a  saint  appeared,  the  medium 
turned  up  his  eyes,  and  prayed  in  a  whisper  in  the 
midst  of  the  crowd;  Fragala,  alongside  of  him, 
crossed  himself  distractedly.  He  stretched  his  ears 
to  hear  all  the  medium  said  when  each  saint  came 
out.  Now  Santa  Candida  Brancaccio  passed,  one 
of  the  first  Naples  Christian  martyrs,  a  young 
woman  looking  up  to  heaven,  and  in  her  right  hand 
she  held  a  long  arrow,  symbolizing  divine  love.  A 
voice  called  out  from  the  crowd,  supposing  the 
arrow  to  be  a  pen : 

"Write  a  letter  for  me  to  the  eternal  Father, 
Santa  Candida!" 

"The  saint  is  writing  for  you,"  the  medium  at 
once  chimed  in,  turning  to  Fragala. 

"So  we  hope — that  is  my  hope,"  he  humbly 
replied. 
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A  great  noise  greeted  San  Biagio,  another  Bishop 
of  Naples;  he  is  shown  blessing  the  town.  For 
two  or  three  years  diphtheria  and  quinsy  had  kept 
the  hearts  of  Naples's  mothers  in  terror,  especially 
among  the  lower  classes.  San  Biagio  is  just  the 
saint  for  throat  complaints.  When  the  silver  saint 
came  out,  amid  clamor,  fathers  and  mothers  held 
out  their  children  to  the  holy  Bishop  to  get  his 
blessing,  that  they  might  escape  the  dreadful 
scourge  that  killed  so  many  innocents. 

"San  Biagio!  San  Biagio!"  screamed  out  the 
excited,  sobbing  mothers,  holding  up  their  chil- 
dren. 

Annarella  too,  Carmela's  and  unhappy  Filo- 
mena's  sister,  held  up  her  two  remaining  sons, 
for  the  smallest  was  dead,  after  having  languished 
a  long  time.  Ah !  he  would  never  again  be  waiting 
for  her  on  the  cellar  doorstep,  patiently  munching 
a  bit  of  bread  till  she  came  back  from  work.  Poor 
little  Peppinello — he  was  dead!  He  died  of 
wretchedness  in  a  damp,  reeking  cellar,  from  bad, 
coarse  food,  with  only  his  little  garments  to  cover 
him  when  asleep,  always  dinging  to  his  mother 
for  warmth.  Mother's  little  flower  was  dead, 
starved  by  the  "sure  thing,"  by  that  terrible  lottery 
that  ruined  Gaetano,  that  drove  him  to  steal  his 
children's  bread.  Annarella  would  never  be  con- 
soled for  that  death.  The  two  left  to  her  were 
well-behaved  and  strong,  but  they  were  not  her 
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blond,  delicate  flower.  They  had  dragged  her 
there  to  see  San  Gennaro,  and  when  the  wretched 
woman  saw  so  many  little  ones  held  up  she  lifted 
hers  too,  weeping  and  sobbing,  thinking  her  dear 
flower  had  not  been  saved  either  by  San  Biagio, 
San  Gennaro,  or  all  the  saints  in  Paradise.  But 
as  the  day  went  on,  the  people's  emotion  increased ; 
every  one  was  given  up  to  strong  emotions  that 
grew  stronger  every  moment  from  the  influence 
of  those  around  them.  In  the  excited  eyes  of  girls, 
mothers,  the  poor,  the  unhappy,  the  guilty,  all  who 
needed  help,  whether  moral  or  material,  that  show 
of  saints  got  to  be  like  a  dream ;  they  saw  a  shining 
vision  pass,  with  silvery,  dazzling  reflections ;  they 
forgot  the  names,  but  the  whole  procession  of  the 
blessed  images  was  impressed  on  them. 

The  crowd,  now  confused  anc  deafened,  shaken 
by  religious  fervor,  did  not  recognize  a  group  of 
saints  of  Naples's  earliest  ages — Sant'  Aspreno,  San 
Severo,  Sant'  Eusebio,  Sant'  Agrippino,  and  Sant' 
Attanasio,  most  antique  saints,  rather  obscure  and 
forgotten.  A  roar  like  thunder  greeted  the  five 
Franciscans  who  keep  watch  round  San  Gennaro: 
San  Francesco  d'  Assisi,  Di  Paolo,  Di  Ceronimo, 
Caracciolo,  and  Borgia.  Another  shout  when  Sant' 
Anna,  the  Virgin's  mother,  came  out,  to  whom, 
say  the  people,  no  grace  is  ever  refused.  No  one 
troubled  one's  self  much  about  San  Domenico, 
who  invented  the  Rosary,  as  no  one  in  the  confu- 
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sion  of  that  noontide  hour  recognized  the  proud 
Spanish  monk,  except  the  gloomy  Finance  Secre- 
tary, Don  Domenico  Mayer.  Being  pushed  by 
the  crowd  against  a  wall,  he  kept  his  tall  hat  well 
over  his  eyes,  and  his  arms  were  crossed  in  a  proud, 
gloomy  way,  his  lips  set  in  a  sad,  skeptical  smile. 
The  saints  went  on  and  on,  out  of  the  cathedral's 
great  dark  portal,  toward  Forcella,  rather  quicker 
now;  the  crowd  swayed  from  right  to  left,  as  if 
to  free  itself  from  the  constraint  of  that  close 
attention. 

The  saints'  procession  was  just  about  finishing, 
having  lasted  nearly  an  hour,  from  the  slowness 
of  the  going,  and  it  ended  with  San  Gaetano 
Thiene,  the  angelic  San  Filippo  Neri,  with  the 
holy  doctors  Tommaso  and  Agostino,  Santa  Irene, 
Sant'  Maria  Maddalena  di  Pazzi,  the  great  Santa 
Teresa  in  ecstasy,  all  ardor  and  passion,  that  mag- 
nificent saint  of  Avila,  who  died  of  divine  love. 
When  the  long  file  of  saints  finished,  and  the  first 
of  the  cathedral  canons  came  out,  there  was  a  great 
movement  among  the  waiting  people.  All  stretched 
their  heads  to  see  better,  not  to  lose  a  tittle  of  the 
religious  show;  but  the  noise  was  unrestrained  in 
spite  of  this  close  attention. 

At  last  the  canons  ended  also,  and  finally,  under 
the  great  embroidered,  gold-fringed  canopy,  ap- 
peared the  chief  pastor  of  the  Neapolitan  Church, 
pallid,  his  face  radiant  with  a  deeply  compassion- 
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ate  expression,  his  lips  moving  in  prayer.  Eight 
gentlemen  held  up  the  poles  of  the  canopy,  eight 
choir-boys  swung  censers  of  smoking  incense 
around  him.  The  Archbishop,  a  Cardinal  Prince 
of  the  Church,  walked  slowly,  alone,  under  the 
canopy,  his  eyes  fixed  on  his  own  clasped  hands; 
and  the  whole  crowd  of  women  stretching  out 
their  arms,  men  praying,  children  lisping  San 
Gennaro's  name,  gazed  not  at  the  canopy,  gold 
vestments,  or  jeweled  mitre,  but  affectionately, 
earnestly  at  the  Archbishop's  waxen,  clasped 
hands,  weeping,  crying,  asking  favors  and  pardons, 
gazing  fixedly  at  what  he  pressed  in  his  hands, 
now  trembling  with  sacred  awe.  To  it  were 
directed  all  glances,  all  sighs,  all  prayers.  The 
Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Napels  held  the  vial  of 
the  precious  blood. 

In  Santa  Chiara's  fine  criurcK,  all  white  with 
stucco  and  loaded  with  gilding  like  a  very  spacious 
royal  hall,  the  crowd  was  waiting  for  San  Gen- 
naro's miracle.  It  was  not  yet  night,  but  thou- 
sands of  wax  tapers,  on  the  high  altar  and  in  the 
side  chapels,  especially  on  those  dedicated  to  the 
Virgin  and  Eternal  Father,  lighted  up  the  vast, 
lovely,  graceful  church.  On  the  high  altar,  San 
Gennaro's  head,  in  a  gemmed  mitre,  the  face  orna- 
mented with  gold,  was  placed  on  a  white  napkin  in 
a  gold  dish.  The  two  vials  of  the  precious  blood 
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stood  more  in  the  middle,  for  the  adoration  of  the 
faithful.  All  around  the  high  altar  and  behind  the 
antique  carved  wood  balustrade  that  cuts  off  a 
large  space  with  the  altar  from  the  rest  of  the 
church,  stood  the  forty-six  silver  statues  that  form 
a  guard  of  honor  to  San  Gennaro's  relics.  The 
Cardinal  Archbishop  and  the  canons  were  doing 
service  at  the  high  altar  to  Naples's  holy  patron, 
that  he  might  perform  the  miracle;  behind  the 
balustrade,  to  the  side  of  the  high  altar,  stood  a 
solitary,  favored,  happy  group  of  old  men  and 
women,  all  in  black,  with  white  neckerchiefs  and 
cravats,  the  men  uncovered,  the  women  with  a 
black  veil  over  their  hair,  a  group  watched,  com- 
mented on,  and  envied  by  all  the  other  devotees. 
They  were  San  Gennaro's  relations;  they  alone  had 
the  right  to  go  up  to  the  high  altar  to  see  the 
miracle  at  half  a  yard's  distance. 

Then  came  an  immense  crowd — in  the  great 
single  nave  of  Santa  Chiara,  in  the  side  chapels, 
and  even  outside  the  two  great  doors,  on  the  steps 
and  cloisters,  where  the  latest  arrivals  stood  on  tip- 
toe, dazzled  by  the  thousands  of  tapers,  trying  to 
see  something,  struggling  vainly  to  push  a  step 
forward,  for  there  was  no  more  room  for  any 
one. 

All  were  agitated  and  disquieted,  from  the  Car- 
dinal Archbishop  kneeling  in  prayer  before  the 
altar  to  the  humblest  little  woman  of  the  lower 
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class;  all  were  waiting  till  the  heavenly  Gennaro 
carried  out  the  miracle. 

Most  fervently,  with  head  bent  over  the  seat  in 
front,  with  the  trusting  piety  of  a  young  heart, 
Bianca  Maria  Cavalcanti  was  praying,  as  the  mi- 
raculous moment  drew  near.  She  prayed  to  San 
Gennaro,  in  the  name  of  his  precious  blood,  to 
give  peace  to  her  father's  heart,  to  give  Amati 
faith ;  and  sincerely,  in  the  great,  wise,  deep  good- 
ness of  her  heart,  she  asked  nothing  for  herself. 

It  was  enough  for  her  that  her  father's  sick, 
troubled,  tortured  heart  should  have  peace;  that 
Antonio  Amati's  strong,  hard  heart,  besides  its 
human  love,  should  share  the  highest  tenderness 
of  the  Divine.  Here  in  a  short  time  one  of  the 
igreatest  miracles  of  religion  would  be  accom- 
plished. Could  not  San  Gennaro  work  a  miracle 
in  their  hearts,  if  she  worshiped  with  her  whole 
strength?  She  prayed  on,  her  cheeks  flushed  with 
an  unwonted  fire,  a  faint  blush  over  them,  with 
a  restrained  force  of  mystic  enthusiasm,  a  new 
passion  that  had  come  into  her  frozen  life  and 
brightened  it. 

At  the  high  altar,  his  face  turned  to  heaven, 
breathing  intense  faith,  his  voice  trembling  with 
overpowering  emotion,  the  Cardinal  Archbishop 
was  saying  the  Latin  prayers  in  honor  of  Naples's 
high  protector.  The  whole  crowd  responded  with 
a  long  thundering  "Amen !"  "Amen !"  came  from 
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Santa  Chiara's  patrician  nuns,  hidden  behind  the 
choir  grating. 

After  the  Qremus,  a  moment's  silence  followed; 
a  breath  of  expectancy  seemed  to  pass  over  the 
praying  people.  San  Gennaro's  relations  at  the 
high  altar  intoned  the  Credo  in  Italian  impetu- 
ously, and  the  whole  church  took  it  up ;  that  ended, 
there  were  two  minutes  of  uneasy  waiting,  to  see 
if  the  miracle  was  beginning.  But  a  second,  a 
third  Credo  was  soon  taken  up  with  vigor,  as  if 
the  whole  people  declared  their  belief,  swore  it  on 
their  conscience,  gave  themselves  over  to  faith  in 
spirit  and  truth,  impetuously.  The  Cardinal  Arch- 
bishop, kneeling,  his  hands  covering  his  face, 
prayed  on  in  silence.  The  Credo  went  on  behind 
him,  intoned  at  short  intervals  by  San  Gennaro's 
relations,  and  carried  on  by  the  whole  people.  A 
solemn  note  stood  out  here  and  there  amid  the  gen- 
eral rumble  from  a  desolate  heart,  a  sharp  note 
struck  off  tortured  nerves.  ...  "I  believe!" 
shouted  the  people,  with  a  break  in  the  voice 
which  seemed  to  denote  a  thousand  prayers,  vows, 
and  hopes. 

Ah!  Luisella  Fragala,  too,  seated  in  a  corner 
beside  the  melancholy  Signora  Parascandolo,  was 
a  profound  believer.  Tears,  caused  by  her  excited 
religious  feelings,  ran  down  her  cheeks  silently. 
She  had  a  dark  presentiment  of  coming  misfor- 
tune; she  felt  it,  without  seeing  or  making  out 
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what  it  was,  but  sure  that  it  was  on  its  way  inex- 
orably. She  asked  San  Gennaro  for  strength, 
such  as  he  had  in  his  frightful  martyrdom,  to  bear 
the  mysterious  catastrophe  that  was  coming  upon 
her.  Signora  Parascandolo  was  saying  the  Creed 
too  with  the  people  in  a  feeble  voice;  but  in  the 
anxious  pauses,  while  waiting  for  the  imminent 
miracle,  she,  bereaved  of  her  children,  begged  San 
Gennaro  to  grant  her  a  grace,  to  take  her  from  this 
land  of  exile,  whence  all  her  children  were  gone, 
leaving  her  alone,  groping  in  the  cold  and  dark- 
ness. Rosy  Agnesina's  happy  mother,  just  like  the 
unhappy  mother  who  was  wounded  in  the  past, 
as  she  was  to  be  in  the  future,  asked  for  strength 
to  conquer  or  to  die. 

But  at  the  fifteenth  Credo  uneasiness  began 
among  the  multitude;  the  words  of  faith  sounded 
shrilly,  like  a  challenge  flung  to  unbelievers,  but 
they  had  a  quiver  of  secret  dread;  the  pauses 
after  each  Credo  got  longer  as  the  depression  of 
waiting  wore  out  their  nerves,  then  it  was  taken 
up  again  enthusiastically,  as  if  the  renewed  rush  of 
feeling  was  terrible,  as  is  the  way  with  crowds. 

The  wildest  in  mystic  enthusiasm  were  the  old 
people  at  the  high  altar;  from  behind  them  a  flame 
ran  from  one  heart  to  another,  carrying  the  de- 
vouring fire  into  soft  indolent  temperaments,  even 
to  the  hearts  of  skeptics,  who  trembled  as  if  a  rude 
revolution  had  struck  them  and  was  clearing  their 
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eyes.  At  the  twenty-first  Credo  there  was  anguish 
in  the  expectation.  All  eyes  went  from  the  saint's 
head  on  the  gold  dish  to  the  clear  crystal  vial 
with  its  clot  of  dark  blood.  The  head,  in  its 
gemmed  mitre  and  yellow  gold  mask,  sparkled 
with  metallic,  rather  livid  reflections;  the  blood 
was  still  congealed,  a  stone  that  prayers  could  not 
break.  At  the  twenty-second  Credo,  intoned  with' 
a  burst  of  rage,  some  shouts  were  heard,  calling 
out  desperately: 

"San  Gennaro!  San  Gennaro!  San  Gennaro!" 
The  feverish  prayers  recited  by  the  multitude  in 
Santa  Chiara,  which  humbly,  forcibly,  trem- 
blingly implored  a  miracle  from  Naples's  holy 
patron,  were  fervently  said  by  two  women  kneel- 
ing in  the  crowd,  their  elbows  on  straw  seats,  and 
faces  hidden,  absorbed  soul  and  body  in  the  grace 
they  implored.  Donna  Caterina,  the  clandestine 
lottery-keeper,  and  Donna  Concetta,  the  money- 
lender, had  taken  a  vow  together  to  San  Gennaro 
for  a  bishop's  heavy  gold  ring  with  a  large  topaz, 
if  he  would  mercifully  end  their  sufferings:  either 
change  their  lovers,  Ciccillo  and  Alfonso  Janna- 
cone's,  hearts,  make  them  tolerant  of  the  sisters' 
enterprises,  or  change  their  own  hearts,  and  free 
them  from  their  love  of  money.  A  ring,  a  mag- 
nificent ring,  for  the  miracle-working  saint  if  he 
did  that  miracle  for  them ;  so  they  both  prayed  in 
a  whisper,  saying  their  offer  over  again,  monoto- 
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nously  raising  their  imploring,  tearful  eyes  to  the 
high  altar,  where  the  great  mystery  was  imminent. 

But  the  people  were  in  a  panic  already  from  that 
delay ;  they  felt  a  great  terror  that  just  that  year, 
after  two  centuries  and  a  half,  the  saint,  angry, 
perhaps,  with  the  sins  of  the  people,  should  re- 
fuse to  do  the  miracle  that  is  the  proof  of  his 
benevolence.  The  Creed,  taken  up  again  after  a 
longer,  deeper,  and  therefore  more  emotional  pause 
of  silence,  had  an  alarmed,  almost  angry,  tone,  and 
burst  out  with  a  despairing  rush;  above  all,  the  old 
women's  voices  at  the  high  altar  got  angry  and 
frightened,  trembling  with  sorrow  and  terror.  In 
a  silent  pause,  suddenly  one  of  them  said,  in  a 
voice  shaken  by  devout  familiarity,  meek  jocular- 
ity, and  uncontrollable  impatience: 

"Old  cross-patch,  you  want  to  keep  us  waiting, 
eh?" 

"San  Gennaro!  San  Gennaro!  San  Gennarol" 
yelled  the  populace,  curiously  excited. 

Down  there,  at  the  bottom  of  the  church,  near 
the  wall,  where  that  sweet,  faded  Madonna,  said 
to  be  Giotto's,  appeases  the  eye  with  its  subdued 
coloring,  Don  Pasqualino  stood  in  an  attitude  that 
was  all  prayer;  he  was  standing,  but  his  head  and 
shoulders  were  bent  forward  obsequiously,  and 
now  and  then,  when  he  raised  his  head  from  tired- 
ness or  inspiration  to  look  at  the  gilded,  painted 
sky  in  the  church,  the  whites  of  his  eyes  looked 
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enormous,  out  of  proportion,  and  all  color  had  left 
his  cheeks;  his  livid  pallor  went  on  increasing. 
By  a  magnetic  attraction,  all  those  who  believed 
in  him  and  his  visions  had  gathered  round  him, 
all  disturbed  looking,  full  of  repressed  despair, 
that  showed  itself  in  some  faces  as  if  they  were 
deep  down  in  sorrow's  abyss,  for  that  Saturday, 
too,  had  brought  them  a  great  disappointment,  two 
hours  before,  when  the  lottery  figures  came  out; 
all  were  bent  by  a  gnawing  remorse,  for  they  felt 
guilty  toward  others  and  themselves. 

The  Marchese  di  Formosa  was  bowed,  his  fine 
figure  looked  almost  decrepit,  for  he  felt  the 
shame  of  his  disreputable  life;  he  was  losing  every- 
thing, even  his  daughter,  in  a  slow  agony  of  bad 
health  and  wretchedness.  Cesare  Fragala's  com- 
mercial standing  was  getting  more  and  more  com- 
promised; he  felt  his  trading  correspondents'  cold- 
ness, his  wife's  evident  low  spirits  and  secret  dread, 
hoping  always,  but  in  vain,  to  set  it  all  right  with 
a  big  haul.  Ninetto  Costa  was  pallid,  but  smiling, 
his  eyes  hollow  from  sitting  up  at  night  and  anxi- 
ety; he  often  thought  of  the  catastrophe,  choosing 
in  his  mind  between  dishonorable  flight  and  the 
revolver  shot  that  does  not  clear  scores,  but  softens 
people.  Baron  Lamarra  was  there,  big,  fat,  and 
flabby,  cursing  his  ambitious  beggar-on-horseback 
dreams,  shuddering  at  the  idea  of  that  promissory 
note  signed  by  himself  and  his  wife.  Marzano's 
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gentle  smile  had  got  rather  idiotic,  for  he  increased 
his  frugality  every  week  so  as  to  be  able  to  gamble ; 
he  had  given  up  snuff,  smoking,  and  wine,  had 
pawned  his  pension  papers,  and  was  now  getting 
compromised  in  queer  affairs.  Colaneri  and  Tri- 
fari  were  getting  no  more  pupils;  the  first  espe- 
cially felt  himself  suspected,  discredited,  fearing 
every  morning,  as  he  entered  the  school,  to  be 
turned  out  by  order  of  a  superior,  or  knocked 
down  by  the  students. 

All,  all,  were  attacked  by  that  Saturday  evening 
despair,  the  black,  terrible  hour  when  conscience 
alone  speaks,  loudly,  sternly,  inflexibly.  Still,  they 
were  in  church,  and  the  most  indifferent  and  un- 
believing murmured  some  words  of  prayer;  they 
still  surrounded  the  medium,  eagerly  looking  at 
him  as  he  prayed.  One  could  see  from  that  fas- 
cination that  he  still  had  power  over  them,  and 
judge  from  their  eager  glances  that  once  the  mo- 
mentary discouragement  was  past  the  passion 
would  grow  again. 

Ah!  but  that  hour  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd, 
breathing  out  all  its  unhappiness  in  prayer,  was 
as  frightful  for  them,  who  were  guilty,  as  the 
fatal  night  of  Gethsemane  was  for  the  great  sin- 
less One. 

Despairingly,  all  fixed  their  eyes  on  the  high 
altar,  where  the  burning  candles  cast  reflections  on 
the  saint's  face. 
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"San  Gennarol  San  Gennaro!"  the  people 
shouted  out  as  every  Credo  ended. 

A  wind  of  terror  that  the  miracle  would  not 
come  blew  over  them  and  burst  out  in  their  voices. 
San  Gennaro's  relatives  were  torn  with  sorrow  and 
rage;  they  had  got  to  the  thirty-fifth  Credo,  and 
the  time  was  going  by  with  threatening  slowness ; 
they,  feeling  at  once  offense  at  their  holy  ances- 
tor's delay  and  despair  at  his  anger,  called  out  to 
him  things  like  this: 

"San  Gennaro,  face  of  gold,  don't  keep  us  wait- 
ing any  longer!" 

"You  are  angry^  eh?  What  have  we  done  to 
you?" 

"Old  codger,  do  the  miracle  for  your  people!" 

The  feelings  of  rage,  tenderness,  devotion,  and 
agitation  that  breathed  in  these  reproaches  and 
pious  invocations  can  not  be  expressed.  The  legend 
says  San  Gennaro  likes  to  be  pressed,  and  does  not 
get  offended  at  the  remarks  his  relatives  and  the 
populace  make  to  him,  and  the  people's  emotion 
was  such  that  at  the  thirty-eighth  Credo  each  sen- 
tence of  the  prayer  was  said  desperately,  as  if 
every  word  was  dragged  out  by  overpowering 
agony;  cries  burst  out  far  back: 

"Green  face!" 

"Ugly  yellow  face!" 

"Not  much  of  a  saint!" 

"Do  this  miracle — do  it!'* 
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The  thirty-eighth  Credo  was  clamorous;  every 
one  said  it  from  one  end  of  the  church  to  the  other : 
the  Cardinal,  the  priests,  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren, every  one  was  seized  by  a  mystical  rage.  All 
of  a  sudden,  in  the  great  silent  pause  that  followed 
the  prayer,  the  Archbishop  turned  to  the  people; 
his  face,  irradiated  by  an  almost  divine  light, 
seemed  transfigured;  his  uplifted  hands  displayed 
the  vial.  The  precious  blood  in  its  thin  crystal 
covering  was  bubbling  up.  What  a  shout!  The 
old  church's  foundations  seemed  shaken  by  it;  the 
echoes  were  so  loud  and  long  that  passers-by  in 
neighboring  streets  were  alarmed;  the  sonorous 
bells  in  the  tower  seemed  to  quiver  of  themselves; 
the  weeping — the  sob  of  a  whole  kneeling  people, 
cast  down  on  the  ground,  kissing  the  cold  marble, 
holding  out  their  arms,  quivering  with  the  vision 
of  the  blood — was  endless. 

At  the  high  altar  the  old  relatives  lay  as  if  they 
were  dead;  one  single  powerful  force  bent  the 
whole  crowd;  there  was  one  lament,  sob,  prayer; 
in  that  long  moment  every  one  mentioned  with 
warm  tears  and  shaking  voice  his  own  sorrow  and 
need.  At  the  high  altar  the  Archbishop  and  clergy 
now  stood  up,  and  sang  the  anthem  in  full  tones 
above  the  organ  notes. 

END  OF  VOLUME  ONE 
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